Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



r 



COLLECTION 

OF 

FARCES 

AND OTHER 

AFTERPIECIS, 

WHICH ARE ACTBD Kif/-' 

THE THEATRES-ROTAL, DRURT-LAN^ COVENT-GARDEVy 

AND HAT-MARKET. 



« . « . t 



PRIllTED UNDER THE ATJTHOrTY OP iRE UANAOEBS 



7R0H THE PROMPT«BQ0l( ':. 
8BLBCTEC FY 

MRS INCHBAlD. 



» • » ( 

• 



« • • c 



- -■ # ^ 



IN SEVBN VOtilTM,^^;; 

'J 

VOL.iL' 

THE BIRTH-DAT. THE POOF. SOLDIER. 

THE JEW AND THE DOCTOR, THE FAPHl K. 
THE IRISHMAN IN LONDON. THE HIOLiLAND REEL. 
THE PRISONER AT LARGE. TWO STRINOS TO YOUR BOW. 

THE DESERTER. 



LONDON : 
PBiyr^For loncman, hurst, rees, orui&) k^i> ^^w^^> 

PATCRNOSTER-BOw* 

1815. 



. • • 



• • • •' 






• • 



• • • 

• « • • • • • 

» • • > • 

• • • •• 

• • - • - 






•• ' • 



-:•: 






• • • 



• • 



» * «• u • 



• -' * 



• * • 

• > * 

• •• • • • •• *- • 



:•• 



• - " x 



« 



«• •<• 



JBdINBURGH : 

Fknitfd by James Ballantyne & O. 



BIRTH-DAY 



laH 



co: 

js Ttmn ATH- 



ASITK 

THEATRE-ROYAU 



AXD ADAFTZD T9 



THOMii^ 



rot. lu 





MRsMo&fti, 







BIRTH.DAY. 



ACTL 

SCENE h^Ouidde gf Bbbtram's Haum, anduCat^ 
tage BuUding^ mth a Bam near iU 

Enter William ; Ann enters from the House* 

Wilm Good morrow, Mrs Ann. Well, how does 
vey ther's lodger, your masker ? 

Ann. He has slept well, William ; he mends every 
day. 

9VU. I'm main glad, for Miss Emma's sake; and, 
ecod, for your sake, Mrs Ann, But I be afraid be is 
not quite so tightish yet; I often do hear an cough. 

Ann. Ay, ay ; but the doctor says, if the heart is 
sound, never mind the lungs. 

JViL Ecod, and zo do f yay. Better lose all tht 
lungs thaQ only have half a heart 

jinn. Pm sure my poor master has heart enough; 
I was his Ditrse from a child. He was always f^oold* 
natnred; and if I^vvidence has denied himtVc^c!^ *^^ 
mag to keep him from being a misert lite la\^ ^to» 
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Wil, Tiiey do zay thai tlie captain and your mastei' 
fca' gotten into a law-snii. 

Jnn. 'Ay, il haa lastfii fifteen years ; anH for what, 
I (row > — why, a 3hi)bt>y liltle gardeo. li's a shaiae 
for so rich a body-^ 

tfU. I ttiiciks an Miss Emma were to go to him— 

Ann. She ha'nt ieeii him since she Were a year 
old. She ^ I What, tn be scoffed and jeered, I war- 
rant, by the madam that goyerns him :— No, bit she's 
too gcod lor that. The captain's son ha^ been turaet) 
out or doors already, thrmigh her and that lawyer 
Circuit; and yon may be sure she'll phfvent any one 
else from coming into favour. 

IVil. Hei« comes Miss Emma and the old gentle- 
man. I do love the very sight of her : and, ecod, if 
the old housekeeper, or any one else, were to jeer at 
her, as you call it, I shoal4 like to have the pummel- 
ling o' un, that's all. [Exit into Barn. 

EnlCT Mr Bertram and EMiia/roni Hmu. 

fc£n'(. Here let me walk : Here the air is pleasant. 
Enier IIahhy. 
Harry. Ah ! charming IQ see you for the first tiin« 
^reathing the fresh air. 
'Bert. Welcome, my good sir; gire me your hand. 
£mma- Good morn lug, dear Mr Dauvers. 
Sert. How happy must a man feel, whose liberality 
saved the life of a father, and restored to a helpless 
orphaif her only protector ! 

Uarrj/. Were our proiessioa always in uniMn witb 
(.(ir wi^lie^, we should be happy indeed- 

Bi^i'l, Is it therefore less noble when you do yoat 

iiliiiosi ijndeavtiur } 1 knew you tiol, when poverty 

and the lossof i^iy cause appeared inevitable; but you 

came day and night; you gave consolation and i 

Gdeace, tnp Ihiiiga al>solulely necetats ^91 a. 



^odbj 



ttam/. Why have I pennitt«ii you to say so much ? I 

Bert. To-ilay I relebrate my sixly-ihird birth-dayj^l 
for thai I am lo thaijk you. My child ig imt aa or-f 
pbao ; for that alsn 1 thaiili yon, my dear friend. 

Harry, I must absolutely tbrbid this kind of con> J 
Tcnaticm. I hare done my (Juiyi ant) I wish 1 could I 
always sacceed so nel\. When ne spoke last nigt^t I 
of your birth-day, I hoped that I should this morning 1 
be enabled to give you the welcome news, that youf^ I 
Ian-suit with your brother was at an end. I 

Bert. That ni.uld indeed be a delightful present t^ I 
me. 

Many. And I have not yet lost iiiy hopes. Tben^ 
IB e*ery' reason to sappose my endeavours will be a^l 
last successful. , 

Beii. And nhat reason have / to suppose / Kbai) 
ever be able to reward exertion? go perfectly disjii'* 
terested ? 

i/aiTy. Not so disinterested as you may imt 
Enter AHm/rom House 



Ann. Breakfast is ready, 
Bert. Will you, sir, partake i 






Harry. I have a friend intheneighboiU'hDO<l>nb9a|4 



[Eiit, led lu Ann, into Hoiae, 1 
Emm". What will yqu think of me, my dear sir^ 1 
that I was so silent when my father returned you bis I 
thanks.' But I don't know how it happcnx, when ]( j 
wish to speak, tears interrupt my words. Don't yoa J 
think that my father will live to be very old now i ' 1 
Harry. If he i» careful not to exert himself toq ] 

Emma. That shall be my care. 

Harry, And will you always remain vi'rtUtWX ' 

£Hata. Always, always, j^ 

^ft/iy. Bat if other dati^s should caU upon ^Q^xi 
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Emma. Other duties! What duties can be more 
sacred ? 

linrry. The duties of a wife, of a msther. 

Emma. No — I never intend to marry. 

Harry. Never marry ? 

Emma. Not if I should be obliged to leave my 
father, 

Harry. Your husband nould supply the place of a 

Emma. And the aoQ would take the daughter from 
the father. 

Harry. But if a man could be found, who woulii 
bestow on your father a quiet old age, free from every 
sorrow ; who, far from robbing the father of a good 
daughter, would weave the garland of love rouDd 
ihree hearts, who would live under his roof, and mul- 
tiply your joya, by reconciling your father and your 
uncie'" 

Emma. Such a one, indeed, if I could meet him. 

Harry. Could you love him I 

Emma. Could ^u do otherwise? 

Harry. And if your father should bid you give 
your heart and hand to that man ? 

Emma. I would do it with pleasure. But that is all 
I could give him, because we are poor. 

Harry. Oh ! you know not how rich you are I 
There are men yet in the world, who know the value 
of goodness. Adieu! Bui remember our converse 
tion. A time may come when I shall remind you of 
it. [Leads her to ike Cottage, and rrivnu. 

So far, so well. Were 1 to disclose to my friend 
lJertram,ihat lam the son of that brother with whont 
he is at variance, all my hopes of happiness woukl 
be quickly overturned: but if I can, undiscovered, 
j/ass a day longer as his friendly agent, my scheme 
m'// renainly be successful Ai\i\ if, b^ means of it, 
^o6'a//i my Emma, finish a law-siU, nwi «.cow\\* * 
•^Fnaed family, I sljall hate the BaXw^acVwii «'i ftsiwitt 

Ik j 
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a gopd office to my fellow-creatures, while, at tlie 
same time, I am laying up felicity for myielf. l£xil^ 



SCENE II.— 4 Room qt Captain QefiTRAM'i* 

Jack Junk discovered drinking^ 

Junkm My master's birth-day ! [Drinks.y-^iXiy* 
ihree years! — JVI^y he live— no luattrr hoir \on%f 
so he outlines me. — ^Tbcre^s bis sou Mi|rry^ a dog ! 
playing his masquerade tricks within hail ^-*-b«t V^€ 
seat him a shot that will bring bim to, I warrant-* 
^h l-^here comes our hypocritical booiekeeper ;— * 
what a devil of a thing for ao old tar, who has piNi^ 
h^lf bis life at sea, to be plagiied on f bore by a ptincr 
ijoi pett^at8« 

Mnier Mrs MoEAt* 

Mrs Moral What, drinking a^jam ! I tell yo« Wi 
both immoral and uhgenteel. 

Junk. And I tell yoa it's damned good* ft gma 
down, yoa see ; for it's my inaater's bnikb* 

Mrs Moral. Rsha ! drinking haaithf makea paApfai 
sick ; and J dare say made oor matter's bnotbar ao 
Ul. 

Junk, Or who knovrs bat he came aUmgsida td % 
troublesome hoosekeeper ? Yoor health, Mrs Moral t 
Psha ! the toast sticks ia my throat* Will you drmk, 
Mrs Moral? It's fine grog. 

Mfs Mar^L Orog ! bow ungenteel ! [Drinks heartj^,] 
What siiocking stuff! 

•fcai. Yon £-iok as if yoa con'dn't bear the fight 
of it Welly bow is the captain's goot ? 1 hope he'll 
liye. 

-^Mrs Morale Under my care, a coople oC wmtbA 
Jmit. Wbail 



Mt* MaraL Till autumn ; but when the leaves be- 
gin to fail. 

Junk. Avast ! No, no, — [Moced, and then Angry.] 
The leaves fall ! No, no, i say. 

Mrs Moral. What immorality ! If you say no till 
you're tired, and death says i/a ance, it's all over. 

Jank. When the leaves begin to faW ! has the doc- 
tor said so } 

Mrs Moral. The doctor ! nonsense ! I tvarrajit I 
know as much as the doctor. The captain has the 
gout, and if once it gets ialo his stomach he's gone. 

Jimk. I had better go too, or I shall lose my tem- 
per. The gout in his stomach — Well, well! only 
to think the captain should have taken so many prizes 
of all nations, to be run down by a Tartar at last 

[Looking at A/mMohal- EmU. 

Mrs Moral, The fellow ! how ungenleel ! and what 
a contrast to my dear friend Mr Circuit ! Oh, here 
he comes. 

Enter Circuit. 
Ah ! Mr Circuit, so soon to see you^^ 

CiTc. So soon — so late, you mean. The lawsuit's 
ended, and so are our profits; for the brothers have 
just signed a bond of arbitration. 

Mrs Moral. Arbitration! Without consulting you, 
or asking my advice? 

Circ. It's true as I'm an honest roan. 

Mrs Moral. How vastly uogeuteel 1 but vrhat shall 
we do, Mr Circuit? 

Circ. Defeat their projects : Create suspicions, aod 
renew the quarrel. A 

Mrs Moral. But if we should not lucceeil in kecpnj 
ing them at variance — ''4 

Circ. Why, then, they most make it up. A fiiw 1 
theatrical scene will fallow; the two old fools will fall 
a-crying. Miss will wheedle her uncle out of a good 
J^/egBcy, and we shall be notuuited. 
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Mrs Moral And haTC 1 been lo cwcAd af the e 

tain for thia? Ah! MrCircailr'tii&rTMlb 

ed my cards^'Us for you 1 Inre got Mr Ban 

out of tlie house. The tbooaMi paands I haw anaw> 

ed, and the legacy I expcdeiL *tck drWMtd to ac- 

compaDV a heart vhicb— bat do wil is nadc yet, 

xLod Done shall be made, bat of jroar dfMriog mpi 

and for the contents of it J 

Grc Trust lo my honcity. Tboogfa I caa't MW-I 
the probability of the captiua's dimafamtiag bia jb%J 
after all. ^M 

Mrt MoruL Were his bod in mat, 'lis piabaUe (hH 
old man's heart might releat; bat llw iodci>csdcoe^| 
his godfather has left him, bu ooly untatmitkm Gl|l9 
tain more ; for I have made him belie*e, iW tbtt* 
very independence has been the canse of Ua dim^ 
specL 

CiVc. But that may one day or other be explain^ 
ftway, Mrs Moral. 

Mrt MoraL My dear tir, impowible ! bow lery ua- 
genteel to doubt my skill and toFenght ! And ibould 
we even fail, we have yet euoogb to secure a cottage, 
which, free from the immorality of tbe world, wd 
sweetened by love and auction 

Circ. Belter sweeten it with a rich l^cacy. But 
mum! Here comes tbe captain: lAm'l forget yoor _ 
morality. 

Mn Moral. How aogenteel lo remind me of il I 

Enter Captain Bert&am. Mm Mobal runs to get a i 
Chair. 

Capt. Good morning— good morning. I have slept j 
rather too long : but for that I may thank my latf 1 
night's laie visitor. 

Circ. Have you had cotupany, sir f 

Capt. Only one guesi, only one ; and the 4e^'\\ toxj I 

Mfa bi m—tbe goat, my fricDd, ihe gout, Tatof^ 

^|tapr/ ifyoa like; or if yoo preter BUmivn^T 
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all the same to me. As for me, I am fit for aoltiing 
but Id be naileil to a chair. 

Circ. Ihe gout, sir, 13 a complaint which ofteft 
knocks at the ilour ot'ihi? rich. 

Ca/A, Kaocbs at ihe door 1 Zounds, it breaks iatbi 
I he house. 

Circ. IWm I — PanliJti me, capiain ; bat I am toll) 
you have Hignud a bond of arbitration i 

Ctipt. Yes, 1 have; aiiil what of that* 

Circ. And thM you mean to settle your law-suit. 
with your brother? 

Capt. Y<;s, I Mill ; and what of that > 

Circ, Astoutshiiif;! And hoW canie you to have 
such air idea after filieen years ? 
. Cepl. Tliere you are right; it should have beeft 
done fifteen years a^o. 

Circ. Now 1I1C business rests so well ? 

Capt. That is my reason ; because it rests, and ne- 
ver advances. 

Cire. The great point would have come on to-day. 

Capl. And what should 1 have gained ? 

Cue. You would have known in wh^l court of ju* 
lice the action ought tfi have been brougbi. 

Cupt. And then I shoald have the pleasure of be- 
ginriin;^ tlie law.suit over agaio. A mighty mailer 
indeed I that, afutr titVeen years quarrelling, I should 
at last know to which court of justice the action be* 
lodRs; 

Cire. That la not my fault : t am an honest man. 

Cttpt. I kiiow that. 

Circ. Your brother's chicaneries 

. Capl. That's my reason again. He had no desire 
to bring the action to an end lilf I was dead. Bu^ 
now I have driven him from the ocean oi law intft 
Ihe harbour of arbitration, 1 will blockade him ifacr^ 
ami take care he shall not escape me. 
, ^>v - He'il be Ihe gainir by iu 
tK^' ^nd if he should ? — the <.\\)o\e notk^cnts M 
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tint woitb a huadred pountl^. The law-suit has aK 
ready cost me 6re times iliat sum. 

Ci'c< But 1 should ba very surry so bad a mna 
sbould gaiu bis point a^inst your honour. 

Capl. Let him keep ihe gardea; his injostice wiU 
never let him enjoy it. 

Mrs Moral. Your father mode you the hfeir cf it. 

Cpt. He did fo. 

Cite. And Hhtl<; you n*erc on the boisteroni aeaa, 
Bghiiog ihe waves aod the enemiM of your country — 

Mr* Moral. Comes this wii;ke(l wretch— -[I beg par- 
dua, as he is your hoiiuur's bruibtr) — and lakes pos- 
gessioii of the garden. 

Cnpt. St) he did,— a dog I 

Mrt Moral. And it' you settle the law-suit, a formal 
reconcilJalion will take place. 

Capt. Kever, no, iiefer 1 Psha ! It U not for my 
Ijroiber'Bsake I vrisb the law-suit finished — I da it only 
fur my uwn n\iox. FiAeeu yearsa^^o I would uul liaf t 
shrunk an inch from ni j right i But now 1 glow old — 
J am plagued with au ungraieful son — t<iriiiented w;lh 
the gout:— and 1 sbould like to kave thij w»Tld it 
{Mace. 

Circ, Most bumaueiy said. 

Ml* ilorti, Auii like a Christian. 

Circ. Perhops, my liear sir, you would wi»b l-J 
make yuur wilL 

Mit Mural. Make hii will ! For heaven's saku 
don't lal)[ of his bouour'n will. Yuu bieak aiy heart 
at the idea. 

Ciipl. Mrs Mcral, you're a good soul ! I have here 
a pteseut for you. Yuu have watched me in my ilU 
uesi wilb tender uiiiis and anKieiy. In return, 1 give 
jou. 

Mr* Moral, [Suppressing her eager expidation.) Give 
me 1 — 0, dear sir, wlui ? 

&ipL This huok. You love lu read booVis \ii wo- 
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rality; and that contains somethiag worth your a^l 
teotioD. Tis an " Essay on Patience." ' 

Mrs Moral. {Aside.) 'Tis a trial of patience, I'm ' 
sure, to be fobbed off with a bonk after all. — My 
dear sir, I shall never forget your liberality. 

Cupt. Stay till you peruse it, before you thank me. , 
Mrs Moral. A book, indeed ! — how ungenteel ! 

[Puis it ink. ~ ■ ■ ' 

^^ Enicr Jack Junk. 

^^Juni, Good morrow, captain. 
9^-Capl. Good day. Junk. 

Junk. To-day is your birth-day. 

Capt. I know it. 

Junk. 1 am glad of it, 

Capl. Well, I know that too. 

Cire. Your birth-day, captain ! 

Mrs Moral. Gracious heaven ! and nobody thou 
of it. How ungenleel ! 

Capl. Nonsense. 

Circ. Hem ! I beg, captain, yon would accept tH 
congratulations of an honest man, on the retnra'" 
this day. 

C'ipi. Thank vou — thank yon. 

M t Miral. May heaven preserve you to a _ 
old age, and bestow on you its richest blessings, he-di 
and prosperity ! 

Capt. Belay ! it is enough. 

Mrs Moral. Bui, bless me I nhy do I stand h 
when every thing should be arranged in honour] 
this day i The present you have done mc the hone 
to make me, sifi is doubly valuable, on the a 
■ary of your birth— Oh ! bow 1 long to throw \ 
tience behind the tire ! {Aside.) 

Circ. Captain, good day. Should your arbitratit 

be unsuccessful, [ hope you will command my aC 

■rfOM, la the mean time, I see no rule to shew cu 



f why I shou'dn't be your most obedient humble 
fant. [Exit. 

Jimi, Yoo broke your tobacco-box yesterday. 

Capl. Well, Junk, why do you remind me of that i 
Hwasstapid enough — I had a horrid pain in my feeb^ 
the salt-baih would not help me — 1 took the box. 
threw it dd the ground, and broke ii into a thousand 
pieces. To be sure that gave me no ease — but don't 
tell me of it again, Juuk. 

Jitnk. I meant no harm, captain; — only I hav« 
bought a box — if il is not too ordinary, and you would 
accept of it from the band of your old servant and 
brother B^aman, I should be vastly pleased. 

Capt. Let me see it. 

Junk, To be sure it is not gold ; but it is what I 
coald best ailbrd. 

Capl. Give it to me, honest Junk, I ihank you. 

Jmk. And will you use it too ) 

Capl. Surely, surely. [Feeh in Aw Poeiet. 

Jutiii, But 1 hope, captain, yoa won't attempt to 
pay for it. 

Capl. No, no ; you are right. 

Junk, Huzza! huzza! — now will I hare a jolly 
dayi — and as for Mrs Moral, under favour, captain^ 
tbe old girl is good for nothing. 

Capf. Avast! — slacken sail there, my lad. If I 
had a wife, perhaps she might think, — " Aye, ihera 
he sits with his gout, grumble, grumble, grumbli 
always a plague to me, and i must bear with him.' 
Now, 1 like Mrs Moral; she does every thing with 
■o much good-will. She's fond of reading good books 
too. I have just given her one, in which 1 have in- 
closed a bank tiole t when she opens the book, she'll 
Uiink of me, and find 1 have not forgot her kiudne». 

Junk, You are too good to her ; — she carries all 
fair to your face ; but when your back's turned, sh< 
for stowing the goat in your honoui's bXom'&t:\t, ^isA 
tending you ia a gale to old Davy. 
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^H Cnpf. S:Wace, I say— M« no sticb tiling 
^^^ Jujiit. I toll! her so, sliiver me if I diHo't- Dut shtr 
^^naitl, "Death had iRid down your hull, and that ytnir 
^^rfionour would he launched at the fall of'lhe Iciir:'' — 
^^ and then the storks she has tuld you of your eoii 

Harry 

Cnpt- Hold your tongBP, Junk— you arc a libel- 
lous rascal, i'ou, ami yiiur bnx tmi, may go to the 
devil. [T/iro-wn the Boz awai/ — a pauie. 

Junk. ( LooLiag tometmiea at the Box, siymeimies M 
hii Mruter with muchjeeiing.) I a libellous rascal I 
Cap. Yes, 

»,Tunk. You woo't have the l»ox ? 
Capt, Not I ; I will take noihing from a man who 
Ihiaks hiraseirihe only good one. (Junk takes tip tie 
Box, and throws it out of the IViadow.) — Juuk, whM 
are you about i 't 

Junk. The box may go io the deyil, though I AM 
chnate to follow it just yel. Vj 

Capt. Are you mail f -it 

Junk, What should 1 do with the box f Vou won"! 
accept it, and I cou'd'ni keep it Diyself. Whenerei 
it came in my Ki<>iit, ] iilii>uld ihiuk — Thou art a mi- 
terable wret< h, Juntc : a man, whom thou hast tervad 
thirty years hon-'stly aat) fuithlully, hat called thee— i 
ilaniD it ! 1 can scarce sgiealf tlie words — " a JibelliMjl 
rascal.'' This would draw tears from me eviry day i 
but now tJie boK is gone, alf ih^' rest is fuigottea 
{iVUh much feeling )— I will think my ilnar master wai 
tick and in pain ; and thai, boweter harsh bis wordi 
were, tie never meaut to hurt me. 

I Cup, (MuchTHored — after a paiae) Junk, conn 
faere— (GiVn hwt his hand ) 1 didn't uean lo liuri 
nesi 
r 



I neslly. But. ivlieii 1 ace you abused by that hyM 

itite. aadcheaiad by the lawyer f 

i Capt. KVy, Juoi, 1 fancy the deviV'sia'swi.W 
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rCircuit, too, my attorney, the bi 

■*Mi<i! But lime will show: — And mind, Jn^ ii 

aw jou leU me a lie, I'll lum you oat of tbe h 

Uenext iostanL 
Jmi. Turn me out of my berth t I don't think, ' 

npuiii), you would do thai. 
Capi. The devil I wou'dn't !— Bat I fay, yw! I 

■R>)I and will do it: And if you contiadict r* ~>- 
«kf nord, I will do it this instant. 

J«nk.(V<Ti/'indiffermli/.) Well, iben, old Junk « 
go into the hospital. 

Capi. In the hospital ! What, what sboatd yoa M 1 
Iheref ■ 

Junk. Die, to be sure, 

%x. Die in the hospital ! Zonitdt \ 
I Cau give you no other place but tbe faocp'ital to 4i« I 
"ii when you are turned out of my hoOK ? " 

Junk, Oh yes, no doubt you mtgfat; but d_~u . 
1 would rather go a-begging ihan live upon a n 
wbo thought Rt to turn me out of doon. 

fk^. This fellow's pride is eaoagit to gi*< 
of the gout. Twenty years ago, when we fell into 
(^B bands of pirates — when they took every thing 
"Om me, you had concealed come guineas with wbicn i 
we got back to Old England. When a mutiny broto « 
out in my ghip, you discoyered it to me, and helped I 
toqnell it at the hazard of your life; and now, damB.| 
>tl you nill die in the hospital ! 

•™«>. {Moved.) Why.capUin. 

Capt {With rising enikutiatm,) And once, when w« J 
liirf iwo Frenchmen on board, and one of tbero haa \ 
just hoTC up his arm to split my skull, yoo fell opoa 1 
ilieni both, and saved my life; ^nd yet tT«rwBg <i« J 
"KctoJoNK, Keeps.)—! am to let you die lo an n'«f*^l 
"al; take wiih rae into the grave such ingratitude to- 1^ 
•vifds you ! (ff'«p»0— Speak instantly, you dog, ann 
wy voQ «-m die with me. Come, boy, s»^eOi«-3''*^ 
'*"^— fifife^f hand*) 

s2 . 
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•Tun^. Ah, my good master! I only wish you to 
close my eyes wlien I am dead ! 

Cupl. Go, go. Junk — letcli me the tobacco'box 

Junk. With pleasure, captain. — And now if t coold 

but see you and voor brother reconciled 

Capt. 1 doubt if that wlli erer be, Jack. 

Jiinl: But I'm sure your honour wiRhes it. 

Capt Why ay. if i could but undo some thiogB 
vbicb have passed, 

Junk. But who knovs whether any thing is true that 
has been said ? There are folks in the world, captain, 
who would sooner 

Capt. Yes, j-es, Junk, you maybe right. 

Junk. Dear captain, do play the lawyer a trick: 
put your hand to sincere reconcilistion— meet him 
half way — he is Etill your brother— vou are twins—' 
this is vour birth-day. I remember the time when 
you celebrated it together with bw.therly affection. 

Capt. Ye9, yes, those were better times indeed. 

Jimi. Your mother was always ^lad on that day. 

Capt. Ay, so she was — she was, Junk: 

Jitnk. On that day she always took you both in 
her arms, and requested you to love each other like 
brothers, 

Capt. She did so— Oh ! I remember it well. 

Jattk. In the last year of her life, she said, — " When 

J am dead, always remember that day; nothingmust 
isturb your mutual harmony.'* — And if your brother 
was to cnme now, with a friendly smile ' - ■ 

Copi, Come ! What, come here ! 
< JaJi/i, Yet ; and if he stretched out tiii armg— — - ■ 
U I . C«p(. (WHIi aniiety) What, stretch out his arms ! ( H* 
K>|lretcne4 out hti ar«u involuniitri^.otid draws them back.) 



Capt. Should be say that— ( 'fgifafnf.) 
</itni. And if hft flew into y<3iit araw 
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CW, [Sireicfdng out fiU arms,) O brother I brother ! 
(Fmon Junk's arm.) That would indeed be too much ! 
Jook, yon have made a labber of me. 

JW. And no disgrace, I hope, capitaiD. A sea- 
man never: need blush at the tear of sorrow he sheds 
ibr a fallen enemy, or the tear of joy at makuig peace 
with biou [Exeunt, 

ACT II. 

ijCENE h-^Outside o/TBebtbam's House. 

Harry enters^ reading a lAiter* 
" Your honour, 

^ When the commanding officer is disabled, it is 
tbe duty of every seaman to keep a good look-out a^ 
bead. iVnd if so be» as you know, that tlie captain'.-^ 
tiphjefi ar^ i^ady toi ^art, w^y i^ might become you 
more to take the helm at home, than to be sculking 
within sight of a ship in distress, without heaving to, 
^ in dttty bound. Seeing your father's gout will soon 
g^ possession of his upper works, and give him sail- 
ing wiprs for old Davy, why, if you wasn't my young 
nagter, I should like to put you in mind of your 
^^y with a good round do^n ;' being all at present 

f John Junk, 4- his mark," 

^* P. iS. Not b^iQg able to write myself, this letter 
\^s wrote by me, his honour's coachman ; who am 
your honour's humble servant ^p command.'* 

{As he is reading. Jack enters hel^ind.) 

So, so,— honest Jack has discovered me, — and, it 
seems, joins in the general prejudice. 

J^mk> Avast there !**give Junk your fist. — I know 
ail your plots and plans — to-day must finish them — 
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knock up o1(l mother Moral, and reconcile your fa** 
ther to your uncle. < 

Harty. My dear Jack, forward my intentions, andtfl 
I'll be for ever obliged to you. 

Junk, Then tell your uncle the garden is his; i 
TJte him to pass the afternoon in it, and leave the rest' 
to me. 

Harry. This must hasten my intentions. — Retire, 
Jack ; my uncle, ae well as my father, is so warm in 
his resentment, that if he discovered me, by seeing 
you, before we effect the reconciliation 

Juni. It might never happen at all : So I'll go, and 
keep 3 good look-out at the castle. i^ExU^A 

Enler Bektham and EuMAfrom the Houk. 9 

Bert. My dear sir, I am glad lo see yon. You ar« * 
here in time lo help me out of a strange perplexity.' 
Would you think it, I hold in my hand tno bills 
which have both been paid this morning without 
costing me a penny. 

//any. Pray, how may that be ? 

Bert. By some unknown benefactor. — Cajmot yi 

Harri/. I should think there is but one man likely"" 
to do such an action. 

Ben. Ah ! who is thai ? 

Harry. Yotir brother. 

Bert. What, my brother pay bills, who for fifteen 
years has put me- to such espence, and made such 
bitter allegations against mc in the courts of justice ! 

Harry. Those allegations were drawn by bis attor- 
ney : — but your bills he has paid himself. 

Btrt. Do you really Uiink so? 

Harry. I have every itason at least to believe so. 
He enquired respecting your concerns. ■• 

Bert. Alas 1 you make my heart ache, 
-ffiwy. Shnnlii a bmlhpr's love, m-y dt».t sir, moke 
oar bean sciiu i - 
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Bert, Benefactions from the hand of an enemy— 
^larry. Are the first yteps.into the field of friend- 

Emina. {With a Sigh,) O that I vrere onlj permit- 
ted to love wy uncle ! 

Harry, I hope. Miss Emma, you will soon be al- 
lowed to do 80^— Dear Mr Bertram, I am, at l^gtb, 
the berild of peace. The law-suit is at an end. 

Bert, To-day only I regret that poverty which prc- 
Twl8 my rewarding this worthy benefactor. 

Hany, Poverty ! Can yoi^ be poor while in pos- 
wssion of such a daughter ? 

Bert, And what more can she do than mingle 
t^rg of gratitude with mine ? 

^^, Perhaps sh^ could do something xnpre. 

Ben, How, Mr DanVers ? 

f^mry. Would you think the worse of me, if I were 
interested in all that 1 have done ? 

•^'t. I do not comprehend yon. 

Harry, Do you not comprehend me, Emma I You 

Emtnq, I feel my cheeks burn; but I know not 
why, 

Harry, Did not you tell me thi^ morning yon could 
love the man who would'make your fathei^s age free 
from care? 

^'^tnia, I did so, indeed, Mr Danvers. 

Vanry, And that you would give him your heart 
•nd hand !— (Pat^se ; Emma looks dovm,) — ^Did not 
you «ay that too ? 

•fowo. I remember I did. 

Harry, And will you shrink from your word ? 

£fiana. No. 

Harry* What, not if I were the man ? {Pause.) 
I^ook 4t m^y Miss £mma. 

JSmma. I qaniiot. 

Harry* Up can never be deceived in his choice of 
f female excellence^ who for seven months has obe^r- 
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red a daughter at the bedsiile of her sjck father. Yoar 
liuart and hand are a greater treasure than monarchs 
could bestow ; for these 1 Eolicit, not as a reward, but 
as an cDCOuragement of my wishes to do well. 

Emma. {Ovajjowercd, Jiies into hcrfalkcr's arms.) 
My father! 

Bert. Emma, my child, you have a father's bless* 
ing : Take him. With that embrace you liate re- 
lieved me from yeara of sorrow. I shall leave no or- 
phan unprotected in the world. The fortune of my 
child is truth and virtue; and these are now in the 
hands of a good man. 

Harry. In your increased circle of domestic joys, 
your heart will play with greater freedom. Only one 
is now wanting to complete our felicity — your bro- 
ther. 

Bert. He will not make the first step, and 1 ci 

ijarry. Why not f 

Bert. Because my brother is rich. 

Harry. I honour that sentiment. You shall not 
inabe the first stqi, fiat allow me to request, that 
Miss Emma will go to her uncle, and congratulate 
bim oD his birth- day. 

Eiu^na. With all my heart. 

Bert. Consider, how dseply hurt we shall all \ 
should she return without obtaining her wish. _ 

Harry. There is do fear — I know your brother, and 
I know my Emma. 

.Bert. Well, I leave the event to providence. 

Harry, And after that we will spend a happy even- 
ing. We will meet in your garden. 

Bert. In my garden? 

Harry. You must see how the garden looks whiat 
has disunited the hearts of two brothers for fifieal 
a couple more sincere friends — only 
It in every breast -n. VteuU 1 lv4ve ar- 
my pJan, aod you musln't iVwa^^m^ w . 
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yoa have been here— >He'd be so angry, it would 
bring on a fit of the goQt immediately. < 

^ona. My poor father will be fery sorry to hear 
thk 

Mrs Moral He must support it with Christian for- 
titodfi. I dare say he has bowed and cringed enougli 
to fMocore a reconciliation : but you can have no idea, 
ciyid, what sort of a man the captain is— he does nu- 
tbiog but swear and thunder all day, and for uo- 
tblBg-.! have plague enough with him, I am sure— - 
Go, get you gone, young woman, I advise you fur 
yoar good ; for, if he's once in a passion, he is the 
most uDgenteel being upon earth. 

Emma. And yet my father always says, he has a 
good and honest heart. 

Mrs Moral. Yes, yes, he may have an honest 
bean, but it is a grumbling one. Tell your father, 
cbild, that I, Mrs Moral, have for fifteen years tried 
^l m my power to bring irt>out a reconciliation ; but 
ny en^leavours have been entirely fruitless. 

Entma. My poor father ! 

Mrs MoraL Poor^-Yes, I hear he is poor — Good 
I^^Ten, every body cannot be rich : but I really 
^1 conpassipa for both you and your father. I am 
1^^ aflfected— -And to alleviate your distress, Pil**- 
y^i I will— a generous action never goes uareward- 
^ 80 Pll instantly— 

£oDma. [With expression of ftope,) What, my dear 
OAadaml 

Mrs MoraL Give you this little book-^It's an £s- 
ttjon Patience — it will teach your father resigna- 
tion, and you morality. Nay, you need not look so 
Acoroful at it; it was the captain s own book, 1 assure 
yoiL 

Enuna* (Takes the Book.) Was it my uncle's ? Then 
will I give it to my father. Alas, how cruel the ti- 
diogs which must accompany it ! [Eait. 

Mrs MoraL Aye, good bye to you, child !— Pm 

TOL. II. c 
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^^^ glad she's gone. It would be a pretty thing, iiide^^^ 
to let people get id here, whom I have been emplo^^^ 
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a let people get id here, whom I have beca employ- ' 
ed io keeping out for these lit^een years. 

Enter Junk, bringiiig back Euha. 

Ju»k. Wh»t ' the captain's iiiece and not see him ! 
^Who's officer of the watch bere, I wonder i When 
such a neat-rigg*!! vessel brings a flag of truce, who 
shall lay an embargo i 

Emina' Would to heaven I could bring peace 

Junk. And who has forbidden you ? 

Mrs Moral. 1 have forbidden her. 

Jun/c. And bv whose orders? 

Mrs Moral. I warrant, Mr Boatswain, I know my 
buainess without orders from j'ou. Let the young 
woman go her ways. — :'My master is asleep, 

Juak. The captain asleep! Whew! Why I left 
him but this moment to fetch something for him to 
read. Miss, if you will but stop a niomeut, I'll pilot 
you to the captain in the turn of a handspike. 

Emma. I'll wait with pleasure, 

Mrs Moral, [Places hcrse(fat the Door.) I say, she 
shall not eater these doors, Mr John, 

Junk. And I say, make a clear ship, or I shall fall 
foul of your morality. And let me tell you, meas> 
male, that whoever would stand in the way of a trea- 
ty of peace, deserves to have no share in the bless- 
ings it produces.— Follow me, miss. lExti. 

Mrs Moral. Well, miss, I congratulate you — i hope 
you are perfect in your part. Turn me trom the 
door indeed ! And for what i for at best but an ho- 
nest beggar, It's very ungenteel, indeed ! [Exit. 

Emma. How cruel is this woman I — Should cay 
uncle be so barsh as she represents — but, perhaps, it 
was only to liighten me. Vet, if he should be so, I 
«iftke die sacrifice for a father. Be couratceou i. iW- 
c most wretched (luarter of an hour is over 
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SCENE Itl. — The Capiain't Apartment. TAe Co/rfof* I 
it las Armchair, John bu hii, side, Emha is uaijtat f 
taiering at the Door in thtjiat behind the Captain, i 

CapL My niece ! and what dues «hr want wiih me f 

JmA. I don't know ; but she luobx ho iwcctly, that 

PB lay a wager she comes to bring you iouil- guod 

Copt. {After a pause.) Well, where \t Ak I 

JimJc. There ahe stands, buliiiid your cliair, 

C^. And how am I to get at her with my KQut/JI 
1»gtt ■ 

Jmi. Come nearer, my dear mm — (Emm* naf 
atiii hesitates. } 

Cqx. {Listemng.) 1 dou't Xira nny body itir. 

JuU. She tremblea bo, she can tcarwly walk. 

Copt. Tremble! What the deuce (1m:> »l»e tmilbl 
Sot} 

Junk. She weeps. 

Copt. The devil ! what doei (he weep fur t 

Emma. ^Comiagjoruiard.) I cume, dear unclr, w)1 
congratulate you. 

Capl. (Rather guitk.) To congratulate tu« — on wlistj^ 

Amm). On your birth-day. 

Capl. Ok ! 1 am much obliged to you. I o^pt 
yoa bare only just learned to walk, tioce you c 
lo.d8y for the first time, 

JSmw- Ever since I haTe been able to think umI ' 
tt fed, my heart has drawn me toward* you, 

Copt. So ! M ! — How old may you be ! 

JSmna. Sevtnieen, sir. 

Ogil- Yes. yts, it ii about fifteen year* since I 
I one home. I remember yoa were then » Ullte 4\n%» 
' JUC^Ugi as my kaee. 



^^" Cnpi. Well, well, I own myselF overpowered 'Wtl^, 
• to your mother's grave, and tliank her for this, After 

you were christened, I stood by hsr bed-side, and 
gave her my hand. She took mine with both hers, 
and looked-— just as you do novr — " My dear bn>. 
ther,*' said she, " this child I commit to your kind* 
ness. When I am dead" — (Pausa, much affected.) 
poor sou! ! Jn four weeks after she died. Come, my 
child — come to my heart! (Emm* sinks on his boiom. 
A pause.) — Only look. Jack, this cunning gypsey hai. 
soltened mv heart, and made me cry like a iroman. 
Emma ! you hussey, get out of my sight. (Embracing 
her c/iiselj/.') 

Emma. Ah! now I know my uncle's heart, cTcty 
fear ii vanished. 

Capt. What, you were afraid of me ! Perhaps peo- 
pie told you I was a great sea-bear. JH 

E«imtt. The lady here in the bouse quiie '"dH 
cned me. ^^1 

Capf. Lady > What lady f ■■ 

Jinik. O! who b'it the sweet Mrs Moral, captain? 

Capt, Ay, ay, Mrs Moral's name is like water to 
the mill of your clack, 

Jimi. Why, then, the dc'il may hold \m toDgne. 
When I came in. I found this dear, lovely girl, juM 
going away with a lear in her eye ; — the drop was 
&ut small — but I wou'dn't have it upon my con- 
science; — so, I asked Mis4 her business here. — Ah I 
said she, I dare not see my uncle^— Why not i said 
J< Every one dar^ go to him, particularly with a 
tear in their eye. — But Mrs Moral truly posted her- 
•elf before the door; and, setting her fat arms a-him- 
bo, pretended lo prevent my entering — Me, JackJuHk, 
that have served' my good matter these thirty years, 
■he had the impudence to tell me 1 should not go, 

fur riiy master was asleep I believe, however, I 

' fpiva her »uch a shove, aa me ate apt to do to any 
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luy land*lul>her ihat stands in tiie way sboacd *b:p 
in » «orin> 

Ctpi, But look ye. Junk, — you are apt u tabs 
(hings the yiroag my ; perhapi she tJiouj^ht * 
Bileep : she meont well, no doubl. 

Juai. Well, captain,— Miss Emma will best ba 
»ble to (ell how she naa received. 

KHma. 1 am so f;1ad now, that I have forgot all. 

Capt. Forgot! — Why, then there wax something 16 
forfn^l- — Come, let us hear ! 

Emma. One thing only hurt me much — she Mid I 
canw a-begging. 

Capt, Slop — stop I — that was not good. 

JviA. Good J Captain, 1 say it was damn'd bad. 

Capt, Bad ' — Yciu are right, it was bad ; — that mart 
have escaped her in a hurry. 

Emma, Birsides, she gave me a present for my la- 
ther.^a book which was once yOnn ■■ — I now value 
it more than ever. 

C'upt- A what i— a book * 

Emma. Thif, my dear uncle — (Sft«w i( him.) 

Capt. Why, Jack, only look— i.et'a see— it's the 
tame — and, egail, the same bank-note for five huii> 
dred po'md« doubled down between the leave*. 

Emma. How unjust have I been to her ! — was this 
her present ! 

Capt. Ay> what say you now, John, to Mre Moral ? 

Junk. Say ! — Why, that she was gnilvy of a i^ood 
action milhotit knowin): it; — five buodred'ptHinds! — 
why, an English ship nf lifty guni would as soon sti ike 
to a French frigate of fifteen. 

Qtpl. No matter; do you keep it, Emma; if she 
meant it fur you. I'll double the cum to her, and ir 
*h<t did ntit, she deiervps to lose it tor her hypocrisy. 

Jtmk. Hut come ! there should be no doud* to 
tpoil a day in which two brothers boist the flai; oi' 
tneiMlibi/>. 
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Capi. Nay, nay. Junk, belay tliere. The girl 
W'tr itijured me: tihe is my gcMlchild, and her 
th'n's vvrliies are reflecieil in her face. As to 
brothnTi he may walk the streets, but we must 

Junk. Deur csiitaiDi ia the end of our voyage, 
*ili re all street a join, we must meet. 

Cipt., Aiiil men let hjm, whose conscience re- 
proj.i.ea him, caM his eyea to the ground, 1 say ! 

Lmina. Dearest uncle, you must be my father's 
friend. 

C.ipt. No— no such Ihing !~Only see. Junk, t 
liai'f' liardly given the girl a little corner in my heart 
but Bhe wants to order about as if the whole belonged 

JuTti. Jlut only thiuk, captain, how dilTe 
house would look :— V^ou need not then smoke your 
evening pipe alone — You would talk over your school 
tiiclis, and the pleasures nf your youth, with yoar 
brother, who would ait by yoor side, and the great 
cat ^vould be turned olf the sopha. 

Capt. i won't hear any thing said against my cat: 
She never brought an action against me 

Emma. Well, I must go to my father, he especta 
me; but may 1 come a^^ain, my dear uncle? 

Capt. Come apain (^There's a stupid quertieWl 
^'ou may come agDin-~.you must come again I 
ywj heal- ? . { Veri/ taiderl^.) 

"jima. With pleasure, 
}pt. Well, now, and when will you return i' 

XTttma. To-morrow — every day. 

Capt, Weil, then, go: and when you return, da 
you hear, leave ynnr pride at home — Do you under- 
stand ^^there lies something on the floor — I suppose 
you won't sloop to lake it up. 

na. Does disinterested love look so much like 
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^■K^. Yes, j'es — you'll nol take it up bfi 

I lmin« it woiili) give your good uncle [jlta^ui 

. Emaa. [Taka tip the Pane.) I thank ymi, <l«ar 

nncte. 1 will lay it out ia a pie*tat for my fatber^ 

I You will permit me tu do that, won't you? 

Capt. U, du what you like with your own 

£mma. Bui >iurt'ly one kin<l wurd front yod wi 

do him ranre gocd than any other prewot. 

. Capt. Weil, zounds! spfak as many kind 

! you like m bim— (Qpitci, btit good-milHTcd.) 

Emma, (Kisses htm ojecdoncirfy.) Dear u 

Junk. Well, captain, what d<> yoa think of jri 

Capt. Why, I Ihink the iitile wiich know* b 
lo coTe my gout belter than the doctor. Af k _ 
she was pre«ent, my rebellious legi aiid Um wrra' 
• fjniet; but aow they begin to plague tae a^ia-~. 
gnaw, ^aw — pall, pull, pulL 

i/tmi. What a wite she would make fof jow mq 
Harry, captain I but you wou'da't It( hm Inn 
her. 

Capt. Yes, yes, but I would— But brr btiwr irU] 
never resign her. What nan I do ? 
JurJc. I think you had better uk« both of tbem. 
Capt Both ol them I tJtop, stop. Jack, that will ' 
never suit tae. 
I Junk. Your lawyer has been to t«ll you tbe Bw*nl ' i 

I ii maile. I 

r Capt. Ia it ? Thank heaven k thousand tines \.^ . 

t don't care in whose favour the award is; it i* all 
' Dm same to me. 

Jmk. The garden is yours for life. 
Capi. I give it to my niece, now, this iniUat,'] 
Zodnd* : why did not the tweet wench come k 

u have been agitated to-dav. Suppone • 
IB open air this afternoon ( 



Capl. That I will most willingly. Ad old e 
is fond of a breeze. 

Junk. 'Tis a iJeiightful evening. Suppose, qi 
yoii pass it Tor the first time in your garden f 
already been to see it. 

Capt, My garden ! I shall feel strangely at i_ 
sight of that same garden. Does tbe old door li 
main still i When 1 was a boy, ten years old, 1 cot 
ship upon it with ray penknife. 

Juui. The ship is visible vet, I assure you. 

Capt. U it indeed .' That^a curbus ! — Since t 
many of my bid friendn have died. Yes, yes, 
xvill go there — And, d'ye hear i bid that baggt 
£mma aileiid mc there. Send directly. 

Junk. And her father 

Cape No, not a word on thai subject, or I'll keel- 
haul you, you dug. (Junk is goitig.) But stay, Jack> 
you lorget my gout. (Junk relunis to asritl him.) — 
Thank ye ! thank yc 1 Ho, the old ship remains where 
1 left ii. Well, well ; if she had weathered as many 
tight gaies ai I have, 'tis a question if the hand e'~ 
lime would have left her legible. [Exe 



iSCENE I An jipartment at ike Caplain^S. 

^ Doors in the fh'.t, near it an ^rm- Chair teith Cat 
I .^rst in which the Captain is discovered. 

■ Capt. Now, if my boy was but good enough •*■ 
become a match for his cousin Emma, what a har- 
bour of content should I sail into in my old age ! 
But it won't do : The man who ii disobedient to the 
orders of his commaniler, should never be trustoL^ 
with a command himself. Why. where'* this " ' ' 
WAjo Jack, I say 




w 



SrKTA-Sjtl 



Enler Junk. 



Order the carriage, that we may go to my garden. 

Jvnk. Bat, before you go, as you value your oUI 
servant, John, do grant him oae favour. 

Capt. Well, make haste. What is it> 

JtoJr. Just permit me to lock you into that ctoseu 

Capt. Lock me op ! 

Jimk. Vou shall lock yourself up, only permit me 
to wheel you ia : — Nay, it's a aatislactiun yon owe 
me. You said, to-day, 1 was a libelluus raacal, Yoa 
ha?e now an opportunity of doing yourself and mc 
jostice ; aad, though you are my cummaiiding officer. 
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^ . XI who? 

Jtmi, Honour ! who will not permit you, whilst 
TM fight under bis flag, to refuse au honest man a < 
huring. 

Capt. Well, but Jack, this is the first time I ever 
Innl that locking a captain in a cuplioard was the 
way to give anybody a. hearini;. 

Jank. In short, sir, the lawyer and his a^'Cnl, that 
ilie-devil of a housekeeper, are coming here to ha- 
IsDce accounts. You will have an opportunity of 
Wing all their cursed onirivances azainst your 
HI), youraelt, your brother, and your niece. 

Capt. I tell you, 1 don't like to take anybody by 
Wfprise. I like to 

Junk. Sir, she in cuming, and here's the bey. — 
Now, pray, my dear master, if you have any regard 
(or every body belonging tu yoa—tPicca ilic CaptnU 
' iWo the Closet, enlrtating aii he litnt ; the Caplala 
^iag a feeble rtststance: al ieng'h he thiil's him in )— 
^Ihc stjp's cleared, and here cunies the enemy. 

' Enter Mis Mobal. 
4h, Mrs Moral, 1 come to make frieuda w\th ^o>i. 
ud if 1 w&s oa \X« 
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ong look-oul, anJ bappeoetl to be deteiveil it 
irings. why 1 ax pardon, and there's no harm d 
a know. 
Mrs Moral. Bearings indeed ', I'm aire tber 
iring your uiigentiiity. 

Junk. Why, as (o uiifjentility, tliat's neitber j 
iWT there. And if boitic folks nav'ii't so much I 
tility and morality aa others, why, what's the oda 
we be'n't all bom to be boatswains, yoa know. ^ 
Jet's shake hands. 1 like you fur your 
captain, and the captaia has given you 
that he likes yon loo, 

Mrs 3loTai. Proofs I What, in- griunUliog I 
swearing ! 

Junk. No; in hard cash, or soft paper ; It's ail 
ODe, you know. 
M 1 . Mn Moral. Mo ! Pay more regard to irulb. Ywtr 
^■^Kimniorality astonishes luc ! 

^^^Vy Jimk- What, then mayhap t|)e captain didq't give 
^^^Lyou five hundred pounds this very day i 
^^^■^ Mrs Moral. Five hundred pound! I— The captain 
^^^Vdpve me five hundred pounds ! 

^^^ Junk. I say the captain gave you live buudreJ 

^C^ pounds, which you now have about you without kooyiv 

lag it. lie gave you a book, that book contaiawl 

folded leaf, which leaf contained^— 

Mri Moral. W hat ! 

Junk. Five hundred pounds. 

Mrs Moral. Impossible '. It can't be- 

captaln myself. 

JunL Vou needn't go to the captain — Atk I 
book. 

Mrs Moral. Totmeutor, I have given it aw^ ji 
^Enraged.) 
Junk. Given itawayl 

Mrs Moral. To think that whining girl should. 
Jimi. What, Miss Emma .' O ! you good ck 
Jf you b^ve given it lohet, L<n%\)m«%Vu;«. 



Mn Moral, Stand ofl) tvrcU;li .'—To be 
' Jwtk. Patience. 
Mlrs MoraL Patience ! I have given it away. MaA; 
__jtaittvro the value of it, I'd sooner have — Oh, f ihsU' 
r have patience ag^xu as long ai I live!— (£•• 

^) 

Enter Ciucuit. 

Fjook, ihit apartment U one of mine. I bare 

Be biuinesi wiih my wnrlby friend Mr Ctrcnh, 

and I beg you'll quit it directly. 

Juak.'yUva.'L, you wou'da't like a third penen, nay- 

Mn Moral. Immoral wretch ! There it One ooi o^ 
ught who hears all, and will testify the punijr of mT) 
iotentions. 

• JtMJ, Vou are right — There ii One out of m^ 
ivbo hears all : if you steer by your proper bearingi^ 
he trill reward yoa ; but if you oine here la |4m 
agunat my poor master, or bis son, or his ui«oe, he'll 
be rare to ftiid out all your tricks, and bring you to 
the gangway at last. So, ki'ep a good look-out, and 
thank Jack Juuk for hii advice, that's all. [Exit. 

Mn Moral. Impudent sea-bear 1 But I'll lee that 
heiiont of sight, and uut of bearing too. {Lookt nf. 
ttrhim.) — Ah ! there he goes, gnimbling and ^ual- 
iog like a beast aa he i^ 

Grc. Bat, my dear iWrs Mora), suppose there 
ihonid be any one tu overheard 

Mn Moral. There is no entrance to the room but 
Ail, which we'll lock, and keep away from ai far 
It passible. Sit doirn, my dear Mr Circuit ; and 
wluU «e compare notes, oblige me by participatiug 
n a glass of delightful cardial from the captain * best 
liqBor-cbest — {Unlocks a small Vlout, and produca 
Wnu and lUfraJtmaUs.) 

Ofre. You also have your strong-box ittacet Mn 
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Mn Moral. All Tor you, I>Jr Circuit : pray use a^| 
cerL'Diony, How discouragiog to End our pbtis ■«:• 
cGGil SO ill I Tlio law-suit is certainly over. 

Circ- The paltry garden i wou'dn't mind ; but the 
tviiole family will be reconciled, and the captain per* 
suadeit to alter his will, 

Mrt MoraL What's to be done, my dear sir f 

Circ. Every thing to prevent visits from the other 
party. As for that Miss Emma 

Mn Moral. But she has seen th« captain ; nay- 
perhaps it with him now. 

Circ. Who! Miss Bertram ; 

Mrs Moral. She ; that husi^ey that ha.i rabbeil msi ■ 
of all patience. She wished [Mimicking) to congitoJ 
tulate her dear ancle on his birth-day. ifl 

Circ. And you left them together ? ^ 

Mrs Moral. Was it not to meet my dear Mr Cir- 

Circ. However flattering that may be to me, 'tii a 
great pity, a great pity. I know the girl — she has a 
tongue — such a tongue ! 

Mrs Moral. And do you think she has a tongue tt> 
overturn the labour of sixteen years i Why, sir, in 
addition to the anger 1 have created in the captain 
against his son, by intercepting letters, and giving it 
the appearance of Harry's neglect, 1 can now cvea 
prove this Emma to be the cause of it ; fur he visits 
her: that 1 have proof of, and that is more than stif- 
ficieiit to ruin all my opposera. . J 

Circ. Indeed! ' S 

Alrx Moral. Besides, hav'n't I been for year» W^ 
slave to htm i Hav'n't I watched his gout with pa- * 
tience, in hopes, every day, it would pay me for my 
trouble, by sending him to a better world ? Hav'n t 

[Captain gives an impalitnl eiclni'uttion in li 
Cloiel. 
Circ. Eh '. irhat's thai > 
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JIfrj Jl/orot That ! — aothing. Have we mM lucked 
Ibe door i And look, sir, in case of tbe wont, here it 
my darliDgi my favourite, my chest, the coaitats of 
nhich will always provide against calamity. That 
lag in full of liilver, and this of gold. ( PuIm t\oo upon 
Ike Table.) — A'a't they cbanniug creatures ; 

Ore. Charming indeed ! One is quite overpowered 
with «yiii pathetic atlectioa. 

Mrs Moral. All this is destined for our intended 
mitnia^e. You must insert ia the will a small pro- 
f iaJOn Tor the son and niece, to give us an aftptarance 
of disinterested Dess. To-morruH- I'll get Junk out of 
the way, and nith tears, insinuations, and eniieatie^ 
pemiade the captain to send tor you ; and if all >aO* 
ceeda, he may bid us goodnight as soon as he pleases 
Capt. ( Vociferates tii ike CtoKt.) Thunder and lighti 
ning ! 

Mrs Moral, O, undone 1 mioed ! it was the cap- 
Iain's voice. 

[Junk knocking at the Cliamber-dooT, 
Grc He's at the door '. — He cauain't find me here. 
(Ainu to it, the Doonjly open, and discover the Caj^ 
lam) 

Mr* Moral. O, I faint I my dear friend, suppoit 
me. {Preteni/s to Joint.) 

Circ. I cannot support a wife ntthout a lecacy. I 
had better remove this actiop out of court. — [Taies a 
Baajrom the Table, unlocks Che Door, and it immedi- 
aleh/ seized by Jack, who enters. } 

Capt. At length 1 have breath. Here's a crew of 
pirates for you I 

Circ. Gentlemen, I take my leave, 
Jimi. Ves; but you don't lake ihi». {Taiing the 
Bagfiom him.) 

Circ. What do you mean, friend i I am an honett 
nan, that all the world knows. 

G^t. Yoa're a rascal, UT, that's whal I ^ttow, Gt'-. 
^of my house, and thank my gouW [oovi\\a\\^ 
*otw^t,ge tbe rfecejVed world on a tcwindreV. _ 
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Let mc see wUether there yet exists oa your braw 
one spark of discord. 

Bat. This tear, Lewis, obliterates the remembraace 
of all that has passed. 

Copf. (Poinding to Ann.) Who is that old woman 
snivelling yonder i 

Bert. Poor creature ! — she weeps for joy. 

Capt. Zounds ! — 1 really believe I know her too.— 
What, old Ann ! J 

Bert. Yes, indeed ;— our old nurse Ann. ■ 

Capt. Give me your hand, Ann i — how goes it, oqM 
old lass i - < 

Ann. I cannot speak, sir. 

Capt. Then hold your tongue by all means. Every 
one can see the tears spring from your heart — Ba;, 
the devil 1 what is become of my gout? — I bdieve I 
threw that away with niy crutch. 

Bert. I have promised my Emma in marriage 1(1 
the worthy man to whose exertions \ one this happy 
moment. 

Cap. Did you not know that I have a ion, that I 
expe(;t here, and with regard to whom I have bee^i 
villainously imposed on ? — I designed to unite tis all 
more closely by matching him with Emma. 

Bert. How unfortunate! — But, brother, my word 
is pledged : I have given my promise to an honeat 
man, and should forleit ^11 claim to that title myself 
were I now to recal it. 

Capt. Plitgue on it! I have been as hasty iu my 
resentment towards my son, as towards you. Here 
was a method which at ooce presented itself to make 
him amends, and you also; but I no sooner betu" ' 
the prospect than it vanishes. 

liert. I share in your regret most sincerely, i 
dear brother. But the youth of whom 1 speak fa 
been a friend beyond example : He assisted me w, 
money, pro/essional aid, ami adv\i:£. I coold Me d 
'"'- leg!^ /or Jiiouda WM pMtVy Aw owa&witt-. 



I' virtuous love ii a source fnim which the moat bri]- 
lIiDt of oar actions need not blush to owe their ori- 
gin. 

Cttpi. He assisted you nlth money in your distress, 
, while I — {Agitated.)— — 

Bert. Nay, my dear Lewis, nutwitbstaniling our j 
disunion, you assisted me liindly, 

Capt. What! — what, would you mock uie ; 

£ert. Have not you paid my debts ? 

Capt Heaven knows, not 1. What debts? 

Bert. The rent — the apothecary : — The very friend I 
of whom wc speak assured me it was you, 

Capl. Alas I he has, then, hioiseir done what w 
ny duty. 'Tis a severe stroke, "but I deserve it, aud I 
submit. The man who knew so well bow to supply.] 
the place of a brother, ought tu become a son to 
yoQ. 

Enter Harry, 
My deat Harry, you have been wronged, I hoped 
to have made you amends by the hand and heart of 
a good girl, but I am born to be disappointed. 

Harry. Ah, air, I have already made my election, 
would you but approve it. 

Qip/, I won't approve any thing. You're all leagued 
against nie. 

Harry. This lady, sir, must plead my excuse. She 
is my choice. 

dpt. So much the worse. Your uncle says yoa 
can't have her. 

Harry. Sir, be has promised her to me as hit 
friend, and the arbitrator of your law-suit. I how- 
ever have power to release htm from all promises, in 
favour of the captain's son. 

Ben. This your son !— This was our arbitrator 

Capl. He 1— What, Harry > 

Hartjr, J aw, notwiiAstanding, youT nepVwvt ■, %i 
JwiJI dear alJ by your fiie-side. Permit me, \^ 
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in either character, to join my Enunit in Baking both 
yoor blessings. (7%0yibi0e2.) 
Capi. My chUdien ! {Th^Jbrm a Picture,) 

Enter JuMK. 

Junk. Joy ! joy ! I see how it all is. Don't take 
it amiss, old lady ; but I'm so happy, that if 1 donH 
embrace 8omeboay» I shall break my heart. {Eminfcee 
Ann.) 

Capt, We'll hare no hearts broke on saeh a day 
as this.— Sacred to tbe reconciliation of a divided fi^ 
mily, it shall henceforth be a doable anniyerss^; 
and who will relnse^to hail the period which termi- 
nates a state of warSGue by the ttniles of ntarnmg 
peace? 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Jtfm and Doctor was first performed at the 
Maidstone Theatre ; thb public oppoitimity is eager- 
ly embraced of acknowledging the politeness of Mr 
Bicknell, of Norfolk-street, who, from being a casual 
sfpectatbr, unsolicited, recommended the Farce to Mr 
Harris. 

The same combination of great talents and friend- 
Ijr essertions on the parts of the Performers and Pro- 
prietors, which has accompanied the Author's sobse- 
quent attempt^ may principally aoooont for the suc- 
cess of the present one, which, though not produced 
Bi that order^ is his,^rtf. 

It is respectfully submitted to the public, that at 
Idbe time of writing this Farce, the author had nerer 
yead the popular Comedy of the Jew ; that Mr Cum- 
l>er]and honoured the Piece with a perusal, prior to 
its representation, and kindly pointed out those pas- 
sages which came too near his own production, and 
which were consequently omitted* 
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ACT I. 

SCENE h-^A ChamkraiOU Bmmut's. 
Enter Old Bboklet and Coauei. 

firam. Bless my soo!, that it should £dl la mj lot 
to have aa obstinate soo ! 1 1^ yoo, Chailes^ Vrm a 
ynSt in my eye, rid^ fair« fiuhion^He— la short, a 
firife— 

Ckar. Whom, I $ear, sir, I shooU aerfr like; I 
have frankly to|dyo« my bnurt isengnged toiiiother. 

Brom. Conie, I likethat: Wby» yoo yoimg dog, 
I knefv how to choose a wife b^Dfe yoa was bwik 

Char. For yourself, I own, sir. &it does not the 
example of my sister prore how little yoa are caU 
colated to chooie for others ? Her hoslMmd and she 
le^ lires the most wretf:hi^, 

9ram. Well, and I woold make aipends by doing 
better by yoo, 

Ckar» Ay, sir; bat yoar way of thinking and mine 
on this point diftr so widely, that-— 

Breimf ^oV 1 9lway3 think for your gooi^. ^V\ 
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know the seducer of your heart — the young girl tt 
the old Jew's — the ibundling, the daughter of no- 

Cliar. My dear sir, forgive me : J lyou'dii't offend 
you tor the universe. Bui, perhaps, a time may come 
whpn my arguments in favour of Emily may be bel- 
ter received. 

Broni. Tbey must he golden arguments then, and 
a great many of iheiii. Go, young man, mend ^our 
way of Ihiokiiig, and value -women properly, not by 
fashion, but by u'elglit. — You understand me. 

Char. Perfectly, And vrtre ihe riches of my Emi- 
ly equal to her virtues, the Indies would not purchase 
her. [£r». 

Brom. Was ever an old fellow so plagued with un- 
dutifut children ! My son wants to marry against my 
wish, and my daughter wants to uii-marry. Plague 
on't, here she a. 

Enter Mrs Chakgbaele. 

Mn Chnn. My dear father, it does not dgnify— 
Mr Changeable is such a brute — 

Brom. A brutt? I — Come, I like that; he wasii*t 
one when you married him. 

Airs Chan. Nay, sir, this is no jokinp matler. In 
short, vve are determined to part, and 1 have insisted 
the terms of our aeparallon should be left to you, Mr 
Changeable will soon be here, and the mailer mu«t, 
by all means, be settled immediately. 

Brom. What the deuce is the reason you can't be 
happy together ?— -Here he comes. 

Airs C/ian. And as he does nothing, you I 
without accounting for it, let him give his o 
Mns. 

Enlcr Chanceable. 
So, my dear, I'm here fitat ^ctt see, though I o 
promised to follow yiu. 
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Chmu Humph ! — that accoants for it Had roa 
Bfo m iaed to be here first, I thouJd have waited ab 
kcmr for you. 
Brom. Plagne on*t, why can't yoa a'/ree ? 
Mrs CAan. Why, sir, becaose— became- we fsJl 
outs 

C&oii. Aye, that accounts for it. 
JBrotto. Bless my seal, that it shoald fall to mj IfA 
to have children that can't agree becatne they (M 
out ! — ^what can / do in the businets ?— I wish y/c 
both happy. 

Mrs Cluau Then permit as, sir, to part Amt in 
u amicable way with my husband what wtiSmofMl 
is to be made on me, and then we shall be happy* 
JBram. Have you ever tried to be happy together t 
Mr^ Chan, Vm sure, papa, / hate. 
Chan. Bat I don't like her way, and she disliket 
nine. 

Brom. And that, as yoo say, son-in-law, acoottnts 
lor it. Pray, sir, were yon ever in Switzerland ? 
Chan, Sir! 

Brom. Be<:ause there are some excellent laws in 
flwitsseriand relative to this very point; and if I could 
prevail on you to abide by one of them which now 
strikea me, I think it would settle this matter Ttry 
welL 

Mrs Chan. Dear sir, haven't we laws enough of 
our own ? 

Brom. Why, I'm no advocate for innovation ; but 
the good old laws of Switzerland have all been sent 
packing — and if they're willing to be useful, there 
can be no harm in taking one of them upon trial. 

Chan. Well, sir, and what must we do by virtue 
of this law ? 

Brom. V\\ tell you — :If married people in the Can- 
ton of Zurich, in spite of remonstrance, peTs\%\. m ^ 
Seme to separate, they are confined toge\!hex w^m^ 
meekf w a room, in h hich there ia only one «Eas^^ 
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Doctor. I wished lo feel your faiher- in -law's ] 
relative to tiis son Charles. 1 have no other view DM 
to nerve buth ; and if 1 can serve you, or him, or *nf 
uue else, 1 desire no uther fee thau the gratiGcatioa 
of doing it. 

C/uin. Doctor, I ihank you, and may profit by your 
cffiiltB -. but doii't mistake me i it is I who want to 
part with a wiie, and my brother who wishes to be 
£ilmfi>ftah]y situated with one. 

Doctor. My dear sir, domestic, weddvd happiness 
is the acme ol' human bliis — it is madu up as lojlowst 
to ailectiuii uu both sides, add a moderate iguantiiy of 
Abraham NewlanU's specific-~a mutual allowiiDce for 
faibogs, and a determination not to be laughed out of 
real |)ropriety by the rtsl of the world — mis thea 
together in the compass iit a wtdding-ring, adding a 
lew words from the parsnii of the parish, aud be sure 
Id take ihe prcsciiplion before going tu bed. [£xd. 

Oian, A oiigtiLy pleasant oue truly. I wondiH- ilw 
doctor don't take it hmiHelf; but it's his own prcscrip- 
and, c(;ad, tbat accounts for iu lEaU 
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SCENE IL—A Chamber at Ahednego'^ 



"Enter EntLY and Aubdnego. 



WOff^ 



Abed, I tell yon, ma dear, it's all true, every 
of it. Pleas my heail, I'm so happy .' i was alwsy* 
happy ; and now I don't know ttheiher 1 stand upon 
na head or ma heels. 

LmilH' Bui, my dear sir, pray be explicit — iuforai 
me more particularly b) what means — 

Abed. Sit dowu, my dear, sit down. Vou knaif 
1 vaa alvays mighty fond to take care of de mua 
*;hance. 

^mSt/. But, Birt the suftpettK t aav in — 



&««-M 



■»■ n. THE JEW AXD THE tWCTOt. 99M 

(or tbe story. Yon kitow. Miss Emily, dat I alvay t1 
did crery kindness tm 1 could for you. 

fimHij/. Indeed, air, vou have always been nfather 
tome. 

Abed. No, ma dear, not alvays ; for I nerermir 
yonr mother in all ma life. f», m» dear, 1 vent to 
(lay to inabe &ome pargains mit ma rrieiii] Shidrach 
*ai lives ci' top of Duke's- Place, and dare I puught 
ihiipeauiiful ring. Vat you link it coM ue, t 
leaf* 

Endl^. A great sum, without doubt. Itut tbe 11I017 
lir. 

AlcJ. Veil, my. tfar— I'll lell yoo— II ii a fine iji 
co^ery I have made — it cost me twcniy-five f^iiintt; _ 
at I am an honest man, every varthing of iho ntonvjrj 
(Loolmg ai ttK Bing.) 

f.mi/y. No doubi, sir ; but this It cruel.— 

jtte^ I told him so, ma tear; but he woii'dn' 

take a rarthtog ksa, ^0 1 vaa detrrinined to puy K] 

because i}. matches exacily mit thisjewel. vat 1 loui 

upon vou when you vas left at my door. 

E'nilif. Ah, sir, how fortunate ! Do you not ihinic 
(hat by means of this you may probably trace wba 
yero my parent* f 

^^bed. Yes, nia dear; I link myself dal — p!e*« ma 

il pity they hadn't always been toge- 

— they'd have aold, my dear, for twenty per cent, 

R t'm an honest man. 

4'mi/y. Dut, sir, didn't your friend inform yc 

ttkon he bought the jeue> — can't it be traced i 

jva have taken already so much trouble on mj 

wont, that — 

4bed. I cou'dn't take leas, upon ma vord. I'll tell 

IM now. Miss Smily, all vat 1 know about il, Ven 
«M in Arastertam, I took ma lodgiitf^s in a creat 
hoDne vat bod just been left by a rich merchani. 
Bow much you tink I paid a week for ma Voigini^*. 
JBttt.}'. Vtar sir ' 
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. A!^d. O, more tiear as people would link. Vd,'l 
ma tear, I vas vaken one morning out of ma deep 
nit de cry of a shild in ile passage of ma lodging; 
and Ten 1 saw il, it looked fur all de vorld so it wai 
iui angel — 

Emila, Ah, sir 1 

Abed. So I loolv it up, and ax'd all over de place 
whuse litlle shiki it vag — all ile people he laugb at 
me, and said vat it vas my own, and I vanted to sbeat 
'em, and dat 1 vas a Jew, and wnu'd take iu le devil j 
but I told dem 1 vouid take in noting btit de shild. 
So I tooh pity upon you, ma tear, for I remetnbeMd 
' veil I vas a poor little poy myself, aod sold i-ollera 
top o* the street. 

Emily. Was there any thing besides the jewel 
with me i 

Abed, There vas some paper mit your name npea 
it, which said, this sliild is christened Emily. And 
u for the clothes vat vas mit you, 1 suppose tbef i 
would fetch about fiTe guineas, and the basket 1 tol? i 
myself for a rattle out of the toyman's shop for you^ 
for 1 always minded tiie nnin ciiauce — so I proughl i 
you to England, and put you to a Christian school ; i 
for as your father and inoiher made you a Ctiristiai], 
for vat I should roake you a Jew, ma (ear? 

Emily, How, sir, shall I ever repay your goodness ? 
Alas! the debt of gratimde commenced with my 
binh. 

Abed. { Wilk reitrence ) Ma dtar, I always minds 
de main chance. The pnoker, on whom 1 draw 6'r 
payment, is Provitence; he placed you in ma hands 
a* a pledge of bis favour, and the security is uaex- 
ceptionabie. This jewel, ma tear, is for yourself — 
It pelongs to the other, the value~6f which I laid out 
in meichandises for you, which hare prospered. I 
kept the Ji'wel in ma own hands, lo lead to a disc** 
rery of your parcnis; and 1 expect ma Iriend Sbail' 
nca every mouicat tuit inttWi^ence — ittR duclef. 
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m know, ma tear, W9t ivvei jvn «>» I ^^f^^fll i»««; 
o-^e tinl^ Yat yoa fasv^s't |!Ot a p^mn ib at ^ 
orld — but I've taken cur <i^ 
Emil^, And may tboie ifsri!» ^ 
KHopt the generoQf frirfjagi 
I mine, till it shall ceate to 
' endless gratitode ! 
Abed. Pless ma beatt, wM, muf 
Wiping hU eyes.)—Wt^ wtXi, I 
isiness-^ 1 most take cane of idc; 
Kikn;^^.) Open the toor 
le people vants, 1 tell yoo. 

Enia- Old 

Brom. A fine piece of baMKse, iuat mf t«tf:^. 
)edience should send me ^snrn^ "A^ ^ ^«# ^ 
>ar serraot, sir ! 

j^^rdL Sir, year msnw0L Aiuf la^ i* «iif 
p— -any piUs to be ditamimitii^'^^mm iia^ «ai. . ^^ 
inre yoa in ? (Cybv a ciczr« 

r» do yoa koov watt s 

^Ahed, lio, sir ; bat I cac auK «a | <»i»>r 
es; and if yog are acoot «r» — 
Broai. 1 a good ana ! — te^ I ^aMna i» $«*r ^fiw, 
ow yoQ dare sofier aiy mm H* pM 
girl wilboait a hilfpraay, 
ing been edocatad apHi tfi^iwij#m> ^' W> 
Qpr expeosey is to be firvncisst »tk ^ ftaa^M^. ^iia 
'bom yoadoabtleti cxf«ct a s^agyaj; ^ 0^ ^^0^ 

od kxlgiag. — (^^**<V^ <iMi^ n^^itti^s, sa^ iU» g * 
i^»/y ^afli i/ asfl^) 

.ilM. Sir, yoa a0y 0)r «ie «^ >Msa^ ^i^m»^«^ 
ot if yoa coone to ifBtt Mas Jui^^ > «^ x*^. /^^ 
lave got de wfosk scv • 10mm ^em , M^ « # ^vvi^ 
;iri and de dett^ af aa acM. 

BroaL Moaay«kad(Si «]C^ iriwfii 1 Mii^, ( mM 
baL 
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^H jtied. I peliere if they had hearts as 

goes, thpy vould mod preab. I tell you, sir, t 
ponr shild is a tnaich for any pocty. 

Broot. She I— come, I like that. Why yoo youm 
aelfwas once iin more than a little peilliog boy, '' ' ' 
a ragman, then a bailiff's follower. 

Abed. 'Tis peiter 1 folhvr de palliif, as te pailifl 
follow me : — any ting more vat yuu vant mit me ! 

Broil, Don't suSer tmy son to enter your doc 

Ahfd. I vonl suffer none of de family — v 
please you .' — dere now — so go from ma hoase 
nwst {;o to Change. 

Brow. I tell you, if the girl wasn't poor, X wou'Jo't 
mini! — but, damn it, only think what an estate my 

Abed. How much yon ax for it ? — I'll puv it, if 
you like it — every pit of it, 

Brom. Buy my estate .' — come, I like ihaU Why, 
yoD dealer in diBcount^you dabbler in dirty naier^_^ 
you old— old Jew, yon ! 

Abed, hny ting mtire vat you can call ma } Can 
you trow noting in my face but my religion? — [ 
wish wid all my heart I could return the compli- 

Brom, Give mc your hand — I beg your pardon— 

I do, upon my honour. Ha, ha, ha ! Come now — I 

— I'm very sorry — I forgot myself — I — Bless my 

soul, that it should fall to my lot to behave so unlike 

. a gentleman ! 

Abed. You hurt ma very much. You apuse Miss 
Emily, you come lo ma house, you call 'ma names, 
*nd lor vat ? You hurt ma very much. 

Brom. Well, don't 1 beg your pardon ? There, 
take my cane, and if you a'n't satisfied, lay it about 
my hack — for the man who can forget the feelings 
of a fellow-creature, cannot be more degraded tMW4 

L/i> doing so. Stf 

jiied, I take it in my \ax)A to «\te.>n ^w, 'Oaaft^H 
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igtians prqfesi ior::: **:«:* t ..:;-.*- 
letinies praciiac r. l»i; '^-^-i 
ch. How nucL '. r. a: I :^ 2;- 
k'lDg-slick: — 'Ji. »'.i a^sr. > *^- 
CflJitf wilhoui ij^^-ZtK ^ •- «'•■ — '-i " •' 
Tou hurl ma ttri maz^' *« a- -. 
c/i« his W Ci in ^ Zr* nr, . --- . i^ 
e qf course cituurs, .-^lis er-.:/*. . jm. 
Bronu Weu, ^'j:*l i-;.-:. i -.«- h. 
I, youMl p-it iiiiL i-«^- A-a.-- i-s 
Migh Miss Ez^ji *« v^^ .•«sr-:, 
^e her a tcri-.i^fc: jaiiL i ai 
cao't expect sit u r"^ ^ 

n— 

Jbed, Tell Lla iJ- -'\*--*=:. 
worth dve -juxafiai;. j^uum*. cj^ 
nseli', ia i*::! i* - i^ -:,!«■ i:-tf:#c 

rtly- Wij. J.WI i:" ill- -s^-^i^f i&fe — -'.•^^ » 
aly that ml iSSaJhJkL "-e^ sl JL^ j^m^ - * .mmm 
e tboGOs^ zyjiixMx 

Abed- I 'i*ii. yitt ia« "^^ «* - -•»* *- 

bermaK*.:, oa :4ie i&'-' v jfr jM^.^sij- •. — 
ad poci'is ia pauk i.'-:xs. jfs^-.^^. 
A nxpeflce vat 'le irMS^'^:^^^^; 
. Vat Twi »v BOW • " _ nm^ 

yoat to IB J isAiiifi« a^ ^-s^-.^« 
your pocifcgTi 7 <^ ise #^ 
xne at vw I'-n v^ sS^^sr 
Ahed. I caa ie:l 
iog it in ma socsi 
^jrom. Bhn«£ vi^ 
f joy* Ah, Pa m 
Abed, And I 'latun 7^ ac »«-.^ ^ 
fti DOWj and ^iw L v- j*«;«<w» '- 
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be liair so rich as when impearled wilb an honett' 
tear ! [Exit, 

Abed. Pless ma heart — I shall be merry again. J 
never told Mr Charles that Emily would have money, 
dai [ might be sure vat hin love wa^ gooJ ; tur love H 
the only principal vat should be miduut interest. 




SCENE I.— J* Chantba- in Old Eromie' 
two Boon in tliejlats. 

Old Bromley enUrs/rom the Door, as having been 
paiing the Apartment, 

Brom. One seat, one bed, one table, all ready ; 
and ih<! parties will Bonn be here. If 1 do but mat:e 
tlum friends again, I'll have a patent for my plan — 
and recoDcilfd couples shall chaunl my praises to the 
tune 111' the dawnlail of Doctors Coramons, — Come, L 
like that. 



Enter Doctor Specific. 



Oh , doctor, here I am, providing a la Suiise for 
reconciliation of my son and daughter. 

Doctor. What, by locking them up together 
You want to marry your son Charles d la Suisse, and 
make him a mere mercenary votary of Hymen, 

Brom. Why, isn't money a desirable thing?-.— 
it can do. Doctor, it can do — Dam'nie, what can it 
not do? 

Doctor. True : 'tis a strange mixture, and atran- 
per in etfect. To the properties of Proteus, it adda 
the magic of a Harlequin's sword — to the moderate 
aiau, meaiia of conteut-^uid to the benevolent, tht 
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certainty of happinesi id heaven, by the simple plan 
af making ethers happy on canh. 

Beam. Don't 1 eudtavuur to make every body 
bappy on earth? — I came into ihe world fgr no 
oliier (luqiose — I was born to please my father;-* 
married lo please my nioiher; — and had children va 
pleiMe my wife — who, in turn, would have died ta 
please nu. 

Doctor. I thought she did. 

BroBi. And wouldn't I now please my son by niar- 
rying him nell in the world — and my daughter by 
■eparating her from a husband she don't like i 

Doctor. Her husband is a m«re man of fashiou— 
a blood and a buck. 

Brom. Well, he's not the only mqn of fashion that*a 
a buck. But, doctor, you don't seem iu a good hi^ 
roonr to-day. 

Doctor, To the disappointments of life, vve should 
always arHy a cjraplasni of patience. I am, how- 
cTcr, vexed — I have lost a ring more valuable fiom 
cirt'umstaiiceB than its iniiiosic worth. 

Brota. Tlie gift of a friend, perhaps i 

Doctor. Of a dear one; and the counterpart of 
another ring given by that friend to me< I have be^ 
ioK told yuu of my marriage with the daughter of a 
merchant at Am.sterdaat. 

Brom. Who was averse to your alliance. 

Doctor. From the day of my union with his daogh- 
l«r, he refused to see her. My duty, as surgeon on 
board an Iiidiaman, tore me from my wife, who, in 
giving birth to a daughter during my absence, found 
an early grave. 

Btom. Did the infant survive i 

Doctor. It did. A stranger, whom 1 have never 
btiCB able lo trace, adopted it;— .and the ring I have 
"'^ i the only remaining memorial of wife or 

Sarej-ea made any enquiry lor ^«ai i?^^* 
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Doctor. I took the liberty to employ your Wil- 
liam, wbo is a clever active fellow, to lock into the 
aQ'air, as 1 suspect a servant who lately lefl me, and 
with whom William was at-quainterj. 

Bront. William's a sharp lad ; but then he has such 
so eternal knack at talking — Yet, he's the only ser- 
vant 1 can trust with any thiog material. [William 
talks viUkout.] Why, here he comes. One caoDotj 

^^u see, evcu talk about him but be comes in for b^ 

VuBre of the conversation. 



EttUr WtLLUM, 
Doctor. Well, William, what i\ 



'^ 



1, \_With rapidityj] Wonderful, air ! — My ageiin 
had scarcely been at work six hours, when the rigg 
was traced into as many dilTtTent hands ; when, all 
of a sudden, we lost scent, till it was luckily seen oa 
the fingpr of a young lady in company with a Jew. 
This suspicious circumstance induced me tv take Bt«ps 
for securing ber; and, as my master is a magistrate, 
she will be brought here, in order that the afiair may 
be accommodated without those circumstances of un< 
pleasant publicity which frequently attend matters oE 
this kind. 

Brom. Psha 1— Damn it, I shall be talked out of 
my senses. 

Doctor, I hare a little business to transact, and 
will return to wait the lady's arrival. In the mean 
time, 1 wish your schemes may answer, particularly 
\h» locking- >ip one, 

Brom. There's little fear : My daughter, I'm suit, 
won't be obstinate. 

Doctor. There's no guessing the mind of a wo- 
man. It has as many variations as a nervons disor- 
der — it's composition being as follows : To the stabi- 
lity of a weathercock, add ilie changes of the moun, 
the colour of a cameLcoa, iiutl tUe v^tiirl of a wind- 
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Bnm. What a pity that a woman dwold be Mch 
i whirligig ?— *But I had forgot — William ? 

Wil. Sir. 

Bram, Do yon think yoa coold powtivdy aai ab- 
Jotely keep a secret, if I was to tell yoo ooe ? 

ITti. I couldn't keep it without your telliDg mt al 
any rate* you know, sir. 

Brom. Come, I like that. But you are lo pbgvf 
fond of talking. 

WiL On this occasion, sir, I won't eren talk to 
myself. 

Brom. Well, here^s balf-a*gninea for yot^-^Xaw 
you're su'^ you can keep it ? 

3¥U. O yes, sir— I'll keep K 1 warraoL [PuekeU 
the Money.] 

Brom. /iye, do, 'William^ — Now you moit k«ow 
that — that^^hat is my study. (Poiniiitg to the Door ) 

WiL Lud, sir, that's no secret. 

Brom, Hold your confounded tonpie, and mind 
what I say ^— I expect my daughter htne presently, 
aod if I am not in the way. do you shew hf^r into tftnc 
room, and then lock the door. Her hnsband will 
come shortly after, and then you must kx;k fann np 
with her. Give me the key at my return ; and if yon 
say a word to man, woman, or chtkl, I'll <trip yrfi of 
your character, and turn you out of driors without a 
lirery. {Exit* 

WU* Half-a-guinea for locking up a man and his 
wifo together, and nobody to know it i Ay, that's be- 
canse fashionable couples are ashamed to be seen in 
each other's company. 

Enter Chables {with a Ldicr). 

Ckar, William, go immediately and leave this let- 
ter for £mily* I have called twice, and she has been 
:h time denied to me. — Go I What does the fdlow 
MMlfor? 

MSf> Sir, I beg pardon; bol my vdMxx Yaa V^V 
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^^H.feow gitcQ me ihe key of a. secret which must oal be 
^^Btmlucked, and which makes my prusence here ab> 
^^lolutely necessary. 

I Char. Plague on your secret ! how long must you 

Wait? 

IVil. A but half-B-crown, sir-^I beg pardon ; I 
meant half an hour, und not half-a-crowD, upon my 
honour. 

Char. I underaland your hint.— There, sir. (Gidn 
lU<mei/.) — Now fly, and entrust one of your lellow 
servants with your commission. 

JVil. I dare not, air : — I dare no more trust ihem 
with the aecret, than with the half-guinea I got for 
keeping It — No, sir— I'll run the risk of running the 
errand ; and, perhaps may be back again before 
JVIrs Changeable comes. No, here she is. Please, 
sir, to shew her into that room, and give the key to 
Betty, to whom I will inipart the necessary instruc- 
tions. Betty am) I, sir, you must know, have tbnt 
kind of mutual interest, that I haven't the least difli- 
dence in entrusting her with a secret ; which, if told 
to any one else, might 

ChoT. Fly, wr t while you are prating, you might 
be there. [6'irt Wiluah. 

Eiller Mrs CuANCEAeiE. 
Mtt Chan. Lord, Charles, how d'ye do ? — Well, 
here I am, prepared for papa's frolic. Do you think 
he seriously means to keep Hubby and I locked up 
together for three whole days ? 

Char. It's a whim ot his, and he generally pen>&- 
Veres pretty strongly in his whims. At present I am 

Mr* C/ian. Well, then, you may lock me up, and 

when Changeable comes you may lock bim up ; aikd 

if locking us up together is the only means of our 

parting. I wish we had been \otktd uy when tlie 

/wwtii wailed ia cbutch fcs u>. \.£"i w«« ".^ B**"** 
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Char. ^Locking the Door.) Well, so mach for my 
important commission; and now Mrs Betty stiall 
have the key. Three days ! Why, if my father 
would take a whim of locking tne up with my Emily, 
I shouldn't complain, though ihe key were to be lost 
for three ceoturies. lExU- 

EMer Doctor Specific, BROMiEr, and Emily. 
Doctor. Madam, I am sorry you ghonld be detain. 
ri a moment on this account; — you have h»l this 
ring, you say, from infancy i 

Etnilg. I have, sir; and but that yotir t[neMions 
lead to a very interesting subject, [ bhould not thus 
patiently bear the slightest hint of the accueatioa 
they im[ily. I can boast nothing of ray own, but 
the integrity of an heart which never meant ill to 
others, and which, though beating in an orphim's 
bosom, can as proudly repel the suspicion ot guiltj as 
it would honestly shun the reality. 

Brom. Now, oaly to think that I should h»ve so 
fair ayoung lady brought here on so foul a charge I— 
Madam, be so good as to step in here til the gentle- 
man you have sent for arrives. [Pointing to the Door 
ofOTiather Aparbneal.) — D.jct(ir, there muat be sinne 
mistake in this; those agents of William's looked 
only to the reward. 

Doctor. Have the goodness to pass a few moments 
in that chamber ; and, till your friend arri 
leave you to r«cullect yourself. 

Emily. 1 obey, yuu, sir — because, in spil 
resentment 1 ought to feel, I have an indescribable 
wish to apjiear to you as I am — loo grateful to Pro- 
vidence to repay its blessings with meann<:ss or in- 
juitice. [Exit, led 6j/ the Doctor through the Door. 

Brom. Come, I like that girl. I wish Charles's 
chiNce may l>e half as beautiful. Bui what a blocb- 
bead I mast be to be caught in my oV& %g& ^^ ih I 
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Jretly face. Except my poor deceased Biddy Broia- 
ly's, I Dever saw any iliing at all like it. 

Reenter Doctor Specific. 

Doctor. Thonjrh 1 would repress my emotions be- 
fore that lady, for fear of raising hopes I might after- 
wards disappoint, yet I'm overjoyed.— Bicaiiings on 
tile hour I lost my ring ! [Ezit. 

Brom. Come, I like that ; he is quite happy that 
le has lost his ring, and out of liia senaes vtith joy 
because the poor girl has no father. Bless my suulj 
2 hope it will be a long time before it falls to the ' 
•f my children lo rejoice on the like oc 

Enter Abednego and Betit. 

Abed. Let ma see her, I tell you — Let ma see her. 

Seliy. You mean the lady that's locked up, 1 eup* 
^(ue, sir i 

Abed. Vat, is she locked up then ? Well, well, I 
filial! take de law i>'top of youi* master, ma dear, that 
ia all— so let me see her directly. 

Betty Why, sir, I've KOt the bey on purpose. My 
musier letl word with our William, who desired Squire 
Charles to tell me to let you into the room the mo- 
ment you came. 

Abed. Veil, dat is enough — make haste, 1 tell you — 
take care you don't break de lock — 1 dare say it coat 
a inatter ol Qlteen shillans at least. Dear me ! Bles& 
ma heart ! — Let me see her, t tell you. 

r%. Lud, sir, there. (Opens Ihs Door akere Mr* 

lANIiEABLK is.) 

Abed. Ah, ma pour girl ! — But I'll take de law u 
fm every soul ia de house, [Goes in— Betty toctn d 
Bear.) ' 
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Enter William. 

Wil. So, ao, I've got back at lait, Ab, Betty f— < 
Welt, are they both come ? 

Bctly. Yes ; and boih locked in too. Bat, if I >Faa 
the lady, before I'd have any thing to say to >ucli aii 
ugly old frump' 

^i7. Old frump I Why, ray dear Betty, you are 
certainly cracked. — Old ! Why. he's as yoang, and 
very near as smart as I am. £h! run oot ai the 
way, fi>r here cumes old master. f £nf BRrnr. 

Abed. {WUhin.) Let ma come out, 1 lell you— 
let ma come out. 

IViL Bless me, how a little confinement ha^ changed 
hU note ! — hia voice seems to be ijuite altered. 

Enler Old Bboslky. 

Brom. Well, William, are tbey both caged ? 

IfiL Yea, sir; but the gentleman wanu bia liberty 
already, 

Brom, Well, go. William— I'll attend them my- 
sel£ [Exit William,] His liberty already ' Come, I 
like that. No, no ; {Uoes to tlie Door and caiU.) make 
yourself easy, I'll wait on you myself, and bring yoa 
tome refreshment. I know yoii re vastly fund of a 
delicate piece of pork griakin, — Though, by wishing 
to part with your nife, you seem to bare a spare-riA 
already.' — Bless my soul, that it should fall to my lot 
to pun upon pork-chops i \^EtU. 

Enter Chanoeablb {drunk.) 
Chan. Ha, ha, ha I — Going to be locked up nitli 
my own wife! — As my father-in-law says, " Bless 
my soul, that it should fall to my lot lo do such a 
fiMlish thing;" — but I'm drunk, and thnt accounts 
for it:^-i)o man in his sober senses would dream of 
nch a thing. {Staggers vp the Stage. ) 
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must e'en sit down till it's their pleasure to release 
me. [Sit3 rfouin] 

Abed. And where de devil shall / sit down ?— 
There's ne^er anoder chair in de room. Veil, vat 
den — I must sit upon de table, [Silt on the Table, 
imnging his Legs and leanine his Chin upon his Cane. 
Mrs Changeable contempates, in silence, her teed^ 
ding Ring, and at length speaks.] 

Mrs Chan. To what perplexity, thoa paaltnr bau- 
ble, hast thou brought me ! — I wish there had never 
beta such a thing as a riog in the world. 

Ahed. I wish so loo, mit all my heart. 

Mrs Chan. What trouble and anxiety we put our- 
Relves to, to oblaia this trifle, and, after all, what is 

Abed. Not above six shillans at most. 

Mrs Chan. And now, because I want to part with 

Abed. Well, I'll puy il, if you like. 

Mrs Chan. That an JnsigniRcant hoop of gold should 
liave power to confine a couple who detest each other ! 
'Tis abominably provoking I 

Abed. I tink so maseir. 'lis damn'd provoking 
sure enough i What, have you been taking up for 
sblealing a ring too, madam i 

Mrs Chan, hit ! — but anger is of no a?ail. — If I 
could but persuade him lo let me escape. — My dear 
tin, do the laws of Switzerland decree no end to my ' 
captivity ? 

Abed. She talks all de vorld so she vas oat of her 
senses, 

Mn Chan. Ah, sir, if you knew how much yoa 
could oblige, and how grateful I could be 

Abed, Go avay mit you, I see de whole plot — 
vant to ruin ma — to seduce de innocence o*^ — 



heart, and make ma pocket pay for il; but it voi^l. 
io, I tell you^der» now. 
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V Cfcsx. How shall I find my way out of thti 



AbaL I Ti»b f could find niy vay oul of de room. 
[Goa to the Door.] Let ma come out, I tetl you t 

Enter Old Bromlct with Liglus -. tpeaii as he entert. 

l*Te brought you a i^ndle, and the supper will bo 
ready presently. But 1 can't stop, for I expect cTcry 
moment a visit from old Abednego, about liii ward « 
marriage. 

Ahed. Veil, here I am, vat d'ye vant mit mo } 

Brom. Eh ! oh dear ! Why, poor Mr Changeable ! 
sooner thso turn to his wife, has turned to a Jetv. 

Abed. Well, I know I'm a Jew I And a Jew ii a 
man vat in this country can take dc law upi>n any 
body vat forgets the duties of a Christian. — Vcfc if 
Miss Emily, I tell you P For vat have you lint lotbcil 
her up, and den locked up me into a ronm along mit 
a luad latty that is out of her senses > You take Mini 
Emily for a tief, and me for a fool. You treat lii^r 
like a robber, vat shteals atop of de ahlreeKi, and 
Tanted to treat me mit a pork griskiii. 

Brom, Ha ! ha ! only to think that I have locked 
my daughter up with a Jew ; and that that Jew 
ahoold be my new daughter-in-law's guardian ; and 

[Emily icraama v/illiout. 
Abed. Plesa ma heart ! it Ib Miss Emily's voice !— 
If you don't come out of my vay, 1 shall knock yuu 
down, I tell you. Yen Miss Emily is in danger, 1 
feel aU de vorld so I vas a lion. Let ma come by, I 
say, [Stngglittg tuiVA Old BnoHtBT,] or I shall preak 
ma stick upon you, though it's worth more as four 
■hi Hans. 

jinter EmLY, punued htf Cuanceable. 

Emily. [Running to Abed,] Oh, sir, »rt ^•omVm^X 
^vcme, protect me .' 
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Abtd. Come to me, ma dear. — Go away mil yon, 
you scoundrel! — Nevermind, ma dear — t shall fight 
for you all de world so 1 was Darnel MenJoza. 

Mrs Chan. Why, where have you been, MrChangc- 
able. and what U the reason of all this > 

Chan Why, 1 have been tipsey, and the r 
is because I have been drinking — that accounts f 
it. 

Mrs Chan. You see, sir, how it is. — How dare you, 
Mr Changeable, run after another woman ? 

C/ian. Because the other woman ran away from 
me — thai accounts for iL — And if you was to do me 
the same favour, I'd be very much obliged t*i you. 

Mrs Chan. Mr Changeabie, I will not put up with 
this treatment any longer; and unless you atone for 
your brutality, 1 shall find a better method of part- 
ing, than that of our being locked up together. 
[ [Exit. 

1 Chan. Quite of y6Ur opinion; and the beat part of 
yonr speech was your going away at the end of it, — 
.And now stand out of the way, Mordecai. 

Abed. I'm not Mordecai, and won't shtand out of 
the way— dere now. 

Chan. Why then I'm Sampson ; and dam'me, I'll— 

Abed- It's all talk, I tell you. And if Sampson 
Iiadn't made a petteruse of the jaw-bone of an ass as 
you do, he'd never killed de Philistines. 

Brotn. Come, I like that. — Follow your wife, and 
if you won't be locked up yourselves, lock up your 
quarrels, and don't let my house be made the scene 
of your impertinence. 

C/ian. Sir, 1 lake my leave. — A queer quiz, but 
very rich. Has his will here by virtue of the will 
he makes faerealier — that accounts for it. [Exit. 

Enter the Doctor. 
Doctor. Why, good folks, 
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I've been teckinf you, young lady. Vuur fricid, 1 
see, n uriTed. 

EfiUf. Ab, sir, to what trouble luv? ;uu rx^fjuA 
ne'— This, my de&r guardian, ii Oik (>^i>uu »' 
dainu my riag. 

^bed- Give it ma, my dear- [Prtt«tdt tv tolut 
hut thevii the other.] — Is dis de nog m ywi mf ■* 
? [To the Doctor.] 



Itocior. It is, sir ; — and I roiM t^ yo* i ■ 
Abed. And vat I shall uU yoo ! I «UM Mdl 
your Tord is vorth 



il shalluUyao! r«UII Mdl «•« 
h so much M Mti^ tt alL 1 MV 



pelieve th^you can shworto k. 

Br»w. Why, I hate 
hundred times. 

Abed. Den vy, sir, did y«m ttvriUt a* wm4 
wearing dis Ting, IPro^udag ier H^d^^ 
know that [SAnn>% (A«_;&va<r} M Itt ftMM 

Doctor. Good tearca ! Ac lihMH« 

Jf5«d. VatgJgnifieidciarwM? H**. 
3 rogue of de trearer, tke 
it all his life-time. 

Doctor. ^. both 
haa, a secret 



1 

■ 

4 



ne of mr «nt, ifee i 
ethan aUtbewwU. 






Abed. [Fn(i«fMM3 Wm JHI Mr 4* AMte' 

dam-aid yoa k>o» tkc fct^V W MW rflt ft, A> 

gteat Dutch neicfaMI f 
iJocfor. GoodbrjiiMJ immMtkmm - 
jUcd: Thea if 4e Hxm ifm( te4 IMW Wa^wW 

fram die rii^ lo ywor hcari^ « m*^ tm^ wM /»w 

Wyott had a dwii;toif. 
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Char. No one, I hope, sir, will dispute that right 

Doctor. I might dispute it; but as it's an office 
you are no fond of, take it for life. Emily shall explain 
all to you. — Mr Bromley, the Tortune you expected 
shall be doubled. — I must settle loo with my worthy 
benefactor, here, for 

Abtd. It was rery well settled before you sent dc. _ 
constable to take us all up. 

Doctor, My generous friend, iiutruct me bow ^ 
thank you for this blessing I 

Abed. I'll tell you how to pay me. If e?er y 
see a helpless creature vat needs your assistance, give 
it for ma sake : — And if de object should even not be 
a Christian, remember that humanity knows no dif* 
ference of opinion , and that you can never make 
your own religion look so well, as when you shew 
mercy to de religion of others, 

[ExtmU 
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RISHMAN IN LONDON. 



SCENE I^A Street. 

Enter Setuous. 

Seym, Welcome, once more, my native country i 
Being immured three long months oa board a ahipi 
makes Isnd appear more delightful than even our 
fancy can paint it Yet, am 1 almost inst nsible to 
the pleasure, Irom being at so great a distance front 
my beloved Caroline. — Oh Jamaica, happy place! 
which contains all that is dear to me on earth- Her 
cruel father must have intercepted the letters 1 wrote 
from America, or she would have contrived to let 
her Seymour know, she still retained the same tender 

afiection for him Good heaven! is it possible? 

Ha ! reason contradicts my sense of seeing, and tells 
my eyea they are deceived.^* Tis he i 

Enter Mr Fbost. 
Dear sir, my joy ai seeing the parent of niy CaToWa 
w aaexpectedly 
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Frost. This assuraoce is past beariog ! Damn il, I 
never am to be happy — I l«ft the West Indies to live 
in (]uiet; and here, one of the first things that pre- 
sents itself, is the person of alt others [ wish to avoid. 
— But my daughter is in my power, and shall marry 
the man I have selected for her directly— I'll lake 
care of her happiness. 

Se^m. Great care, indeed, to sacrifice her against 
her mclinations to some wretch [—But who is he ? 
Let me know where 

Frost. No matter who he is, or what he is; or 
where he lives, or where I live : you know but Uttle 
of my family at present, and I am detennined you 
ahalt know less. 

Seym, Will yon listen to common sense or reason t 

Frost. Yes : who have you brought that can speak 
them ? 

Seyn. Come, come, sir t what objection can you 
make to me i my family is unexceptionable. 

Frost. That may be— but you are a. younger bro- 
ther. 

S^m. Then, sir, my character and principles are, I 
hope 

Frost. Such as moat of our modem youlbs, who 
launch into all tlie luxury and excesses of the town, 
and then are obliged to fly the country; while the 
honest tradesman and industrious mechanic sink into 
penury and wretchedness. 

iSi^. I am acquainted with none such, nor do I 
ever Gordially reckon a man iu the list of my friends, 
who could turn awny from the cries of the needy, or 
■hut the open hand of mercy from the poor. 

Frost. Gad, I believe he is not so bad as I thonght 
him : — Bat Liny is engaged, my word gi<'en to a 
young fellow with a fine fortuae, and I always retain 
that principle of honour, to serve my friends, when, 
in so doing, I doubly serfe la^aeVV. [Exit. 

Sejfm. Astoiiiihing 1 'Tis aome comW^., Vwww, 
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i-i?c»X'- 



f. Oh Lofldoo. LdniuuL itrs.' J^uiiia:. m ^r'.at 
4^ had I milLeoiB^ Jl nfmL i 2l ii«r?^. — : *-*= 
M for rnjnrrww Tin fsraesi # i^rv^ic!.!::. ur 
pen 10 elcgsss, 3s ntsass^ ik ^airiaoiu;^ ^^ 
nfA 10 gRct, lao. n suur.. «^Frr^ tuK R c^r'-- 
vting, that I wiaiL fmn. n^j usir I iia^r wr^^ K:ii « *. k 

I •^Wheie is tbs Kmac ir miK : I atrcH-er iittfr*. ^ 

I iio bearing his isaoeuifUL I aenr&b um. u nitrtf . 

it here at this gsk ^c^cat^rr . 'viol jux tiJDoic 1 
■■t no longer ifc»c: THEjiir Mr Itqk aj» iuk 
Infiei 



" We Irtahaa Wo kj^ sac kiv, ve vt botk neat and 



AeMiacfcry where v« f«, «3Wvi «e uc the daodv ; 
It be ne «e ncb Mi adeed ire are.'* 



Co2L Indeed FU break Tonr thick head if you don't 
Ud yonr tongue, and h« me, did you ^nd the p/ece, 
ttd bring me the money r 

Mot. Well, well ; I 4Hl sir — ^The— a->»och, air, L 
*Ui we were nl home again — ^This is the devil ul' u 
pihoe. * 

Coff. I lay, sinah, have you io\^ the banker** i 

MurL Ko, in troth, sir. 

CoiL No I pray thin, where'a the chick I v.^y* 
you? 

Afw*. Where! why sure, sir. you did not bid iii» 
keep it ? it, 

ColL I bid you give it to the banker, und bi...». 

me the money : where is it ? . * ^\^,\ 

MuH. Wh'y, rU tell you, •^J;;^'^ - ^^^^^^^^^ b.^ 
not give him the chick—Nor tbo **\v»» '\ ' 
gavljic-for I didn't see him at all, al aU. 

VO^ II, ** 
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SetpiL My honest fellovr, make goad your words. 
and twenty guineas shall be your reward. 

Edw. Twenty gwiaeas ! twenty ! She has — or I 
mean she aball have the letter. Write itt sir, write 
it — Let me have it. 

Sgwi. While I stop to write, be very particular in 
observing any gentkraan that may be hereabouts; 
and if he should seein at a loss, direct him to me, or 
come directly for me. 

Edw. Oh Lord ! Oh sir, yonder I see my tailor— 
I told you these people would impede my march, if I 
was not prepared tiir them. Dear me, how ahaU I 
avoid him ? 

Seipn. Avoid him. Who is he ? What's his name i 

Edw. His name is a — the — oh damn it, 'tis very 
odd I never can remember the name of a man I owe 
money to — that ia, when I am poor; for then I am 
always dejected at the sight of them. But when 1 
have money, and can pay them, I face them as bold 
as a lion, How do you do P says I, how do you ^o i 

Se^m. With those principles, 'tis a pity you should 
ever want- Here, take this, and observe my direc- 
tions while I write the letter, ^Exit. 

Edw. I will, sir. — What's here i ten guineas ! Mr 
Si)ipf — Oh, he's off some other way, and I'll be 
•^amn'd if I call him back — Let nie see ; ten gui- 
neas ! my master is a noble fellow — I wish he was a 
general, then his pocket might keep pace with his 
heart — At present, the one is always a day's march 
behind the other. But how shall 1 contrive to deli- 
ver my master's letter! No matter; I'll trust tu 
chance, and convince him, with all his despair. 

That English yi'it, liowe'er despitrd by lomr. 
Like Ungliih valour, Mill shall overcome. 



EiUrr COLLOONV. 

Coll. Oil London, London, dear London, as Erclii 
says, had 1 millions, I'd spend it all there — it's tt 
mert fur enjoyment — the leedies so bewitching, it 
sqiieers so elegant, the theatres so enchaQting, ihe 
players bo greet, and, in short, every thieg so capti- 
vattng, that I wish from my heart I may neTer leave 
it— Where is this servant of mine > I decleer there 
i* no bearing his inattention. I desired him to meet 
me here at this time precisely : 'pon my honour 1 
UDSt no longer neglect visiting Mr Frost and the 

MuRTOCH, iingji^ without, 

" We Irlabmen both high and low, we are bm 

The ladies every where we go, allows we are Ibe dandy i 
To be >urE we arei and Indeed wc are." 

Coll. Indeed I'll break your (hick head if you don't 
hold your tongue, and till me, did you find the piece, ' 
aud bring me the money ? I 

Murl. Well, well ; I rfHl sir— Tht^a—och, sir, I j 
wish ne were at home again — This is the devil of a 

0>ll. I say, sirrah, have you fot^ the banker's? 
Murf. No, in troth, air, • 

Coll. No ! pray thin, where's the chick I gave 

Murl- Where ! vrhy sure, sir, you did not bid d 
ke^it? 

Colt. I bid you give it to the banker, and bring 
tte the money : where is it P ' 

Murt. Why, I'll tell yon, air_The truth is, I did I 
not give him the chick — Nor the divi\ a fai:\,Wu^\i& ■ 
gave gie— for 1 dida't see him at a\\. ai a\\. 
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CoU. Was there iuer such a provoking scoundfl^S 
Tell me tbis moment, where, and what you have 
been about. 

Murt. Och ! faith ! and I have been tumbled about 
bravely^; for the people here walk tite iitreeta as if 
they couldn't see — Cor one parson gave me a drive 
on one side, and when I only tamed to ax him what 
be done that tor, another gave me a shoulder with 
his elboTV on the t'other side— So, upou my soul, sir, 
I was going backward every step [ went Ibrwan].— 
But at last, I saw a crowd staring up ; so myself ax'4 
decently what was the matter — Stop, and luck up, 
says the man, and you'll see: myself di<i so, and 
there was two black pictures of men, with shiilelya ia 
their fists, thnmping at one another, because the clock 
was striking — When it had done, they had done, and 
I was done ; for I found they picked ray pocket of 
the cluck that I held fast in my hand, and every 
thing 1 had in the world ; and the tiat off' my head 
into the bargain. 

Coll. The rascal has been gaping about, iiutid of 
minding his business. — 1 will must certainly send you 
home. Dill. 

Murl. Och! worrow do, sir, send me home; but 
mind, I 'xon't go to sea, 1 got enough of ihai; if 
once I got to sweet Balinrobe, the cliiril bum me 
if ever I wish to see foreign parts again, or any, 
bat our netrel parts at home — to be sure, it it the 
Bfveetest little place in the world, Ireland is. 

Coll. Why, you scoundrel, do you want lo bring a 
mob about us? hold your lAngue about Ireland, I 
■ay.-.-Go wait at home for me, and don't be expo* 

MuTt. Exposing to talk of Ireland ! Faith, sir, 
begging your pardon, 1 think a man dues ii*t d«^ 
saive to belong to any country, that's ashamed 
own it, [Em 
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SCENE U^A Chaaivr. 



aonmrn Ue, a» 
ivotiUl ^^Hi^H 

[«rei]r TfeelteH 
□1 tbal can coo. ^^ 



Cabounb, Louisa, and CuaBx, diMvt^eJ. 

LtHnia. Well, Caroline, 1 tow yoa are alwM rlifi- I 
colous — (retting to soch a degree about a aan, tjso^ 
in alt buoian probability, has been la We vi'Ji 
twenty women since you parted, and may be b*p- 
' pily married for aught you knu«. 

Car. No, no; my Seymour ii to 
true and fdithful is he, that a blintc 
his (ipR should fiiisehood touch 'em. 

Louisa. Very pathetic indec<l '. Bat tor tSlM 
and tender hps, many a good fib ha* b« Ml 
in his life, that whs in no dani^er of cholriw li 
Hay, no tears; you know how sincerely J ft 
you- • 

Car. Oil, Louisa ! nhere is the toul that can cun* — ^ 
ceive my suAerings ) The sun. that chcen the whole 
creation, afibrds do comfort to the unrortuaat« Care* 
line. 

Cub^a. Miasa, you frette« so, you make a 4e rabt 
Con^e in po'ir Cubba yies. - i 

Louita. Qh dear '. I wish with all my heart Sep- 1 
moiir wculd come and run anay with you. We lead 
a most painful life ; for if your father sufTers us to gi 
inttbthe Paib, we arc obliged to walk stately and look 
directly before as, like a pair of coach horses newly 
barness'd tor a state day ; yet, though 1 rally you, 
] caOi't bear the thoughts of your having this yoong 
Irishman, whom you have never seen, and perhaps 
can never like ; and. indeed, he may not like you ; 
bnt tb please two old fools, you reluctantly take each 
other for better for tvors^— when you'd rather let i1 
aAoite. 

Can Take him ! Never. Were he tW owat * 



I 









cmnpliBhed of men, I could be inspired with no s 
timent but pity for htm. 

Cubba. Missee, you ptty great man } he no good^ 
Me pity poor black, he no do good — run away—he 
get whip and chain — Why every body no be happy 

Louisa. You only say so, Cubba — You are not 
happy — you don't love your mistress. 

Cubba. Beeree me, my mout no big enough for 
me to say how much me love my missa. 

Louisa. Honest creature I What a pity it is all 
your country a'n't as good as you. 

Cubba. Good, bad, all colours — Bocbro read great 
big book, tell him how he can be good — for all dal, 
some do very bad — Poor black no understand read — 
How they know good Irom bad, when them massa no 
abuw them good zampio ) 

Louisa. But, Cubba, what will you do when your 
mistress marries Mr CoHooiiy, and goes to Ireland i 

Cublia. Me go too — Me leave my country and 
friend for sake of my raiasa — Me follow her all the 
world over — Missa be every ting to poor Cubba. 

Car, How can you, Louisa, mention such a cir- 
cumstance, even in jest, when you know my leotj- 

Louisa. Perhaps your sentiments and mine may 
be so congenial, that the old gentleman's schemes 
may be defeated, and you be bappy with your Sey- 
mour ; for however he may rove, a good soldier will 
always return to his head>quarters. 

Enter Frost. 

Frost, Come, cheer up. Liny — Your lover certain- 
ly will be here to-day— The knot shall be tied tO' 
morrow. 

Cor. Dear sir, don't expose your Caroline to the 
misery of refusing, when nature powerfully infonns 
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her, 'tis her duty to obey you— lodeed, indeed, I ue- 
Tcr can love this Mr Colloony. 

Fntt. How do yoo know ; You have never seen 
him — ^Why, he is young, handsome, rich- 
Cur. Mention not his qaalili cat ions, sir, fur my 
heart U en<;ageit. 

Frost. Yes, and ray word is engaged — The young 
fellow coining all the way from Ireland on purpose 
— A fine settlement made on you — Is not that better 
than starving with your Seymour ? 

Car. Poverty with him, eir, ia preferable to a pa- 
lace without bim. He Jovea me. 

Frost. You're mistaken, it's my money he lovet— 
but he'll never touch a shilling of it, that I sun r^ 
■olved. 

Car. I don't know what your resolution may be, 
but mine is unalterably fixed — Dear sir, I have only 
to entreat yuu wi'l ^ive up the idea of plunging me 
in wretchedneis — Heniember that you're a father, 
sir, and that indulgence should ever unite with that 
name. [Exit. 

Ctdiba, Ah ! poor missee, ihe be so good — Still she 
cry great deal — Bochro do wrong, laugh and be hap- 
py — nobody ought to be merry when missee frettee. 
[Exit. 

Frost. Ay, follow her, you — you — whenever I am 
vest, or in trouble, that angel of darkness is sure to 
come in my way— I tell her every hour that she is 
m a blessed land of liberty, that she's ber own mis- 
tress, free as air, in hopes I shall get rid of her ; but 
ahe won't stir — no, she slicks like birdlime. Then, 
ttat curst Cyraon comes with his similiei — There was 
neighbour Diggius robbed last night by mistake; 
for I'm sure 'twa!< niy house ihey meant to attack. 
Oh dear < oh dear I 1 shall have my throat cut ' 
They'll be with me to-night. Was there eTtr mich 
tillie, wtetcbed, tinfottaaala old matV I 
h8 
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cut! H 

Lch&ifl 
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Louisa. La, sir, you frigliten yourielf with sha~ 
^ows — Why should the thieves mean to rob you > 

Frost, I know they ilid — 1 know ii — I am miserable 
— No, no, I am happy — you make me happy — you 
are to me, a — a-~a — sua without a spot — a heaven 
without a cloud ! 

Louiia. This is a change indeed ! Vou were but 
this momeut declaring yau were a wretched, unfor- 
tunate, little old man. 

Frost- No, 1 am uot old— Fifty or so, no age for a 
man. And if you would take compaasion on me, 
and do yourself justice — 

Louisa. Oh, sir! If I take compassion on you, 1 
hope you'll do me justice — 

Frost. That 1 will— You know iji the West Indies 
I administered justice— I was there a justice of , 
peace. ^_ 

Louisa. Yes : but uot jiut now, ^H 

Frou. Oh 1 no, not \a olBce—Bat the MttleDMO^ 
you shall have can be equalled by nothing but my " 
love — I do love you beyond — 

Louisa. Don't say so, you wish to deceive me ; a 
true lovet would hang of drown himself, break his 
neck, poison or stab himself in a fit of despair : 
Would you do any of these .' 

Froit. Eh ! if you'll marry me, perhaps I may ; 
who knows what good things time may bring about f 

Louisa. Ah ! there's little good to be expected from 
him — I never knew the old gentleman with hi* scythe 
and his glass bring any thing but grey hairs, thin 
cheeks, wrinkles, and loss of teeth. 

Frost. That's true ; and you don't know what a 
terrible thing it is to be an old maid. 

LouiiU. No— nor I hope I never shall. [A'fwcA.] 

Frost. Hark ! there's somebody coming — Will yoo 
promise me an interview ^ — I have something very 
particular to say to you— We'Vl be i^uitc private— 
Nay, do now, now — 
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Well, sir, you may esfnicl 

F^ost. Ob, my chaunuer I Tai Attf^citid .^^^ * 
lKu9a her hand:[ Adieu ! 

Ijfm$a. Adieu ! — I'm rnudi fntinAum, if J i&M^; 
core the geotieman of hit love ili^ UsIhk J a^^ 
done with him. >b«tf 

. Frosts Cih ! she loves me, ir^s im^ ^mms^^j «^i<. 
loDg suspected it. What a ^^ety rmfpxjm^ ^t^^^smt^., 
nice, handsome, little felloir 1 iDyit M^ w :»|a»<Jiir ^. 
jBweet a girl ! 

JkderCywm. 



What do yoa waDt ? ^^ -r ftur jrutiurt' jy ti 
door? 

Cjfnunu A man, mi ha pi«e aw: teis^ 
a feocing-maiter, aad MppaO M»a» i«K ^ 
master* 

JFroi^ Oh cone yMr MUMsa ^ Lsr a^ j^ >»^« 
Mr CollooDy— Tbafs ^tAtpttk^ ^Jfm^^ ^4^- 
my anxiety to take yuk V} IM ^Mt i>^ ^titfa*. ^ 
equalled by my puisiiaain imm^ m. #» ^mt* rtt jtMir 
.daugbter, aad wkji tAie a|icMl« aanwiai'; v *^r^0^ 
shall gliMry ia tJ^ libnif 1/ MMf im^ Si^«e. - i^ 
earliest momcBt wmtAnt I ui0^ u tMar rj i>^>ttj 
to Mr Frost tjbi; «rv««rs of tta im^ tnrrniar jm^ <»»» 
aasuivd bomUe aervMi^ I^UiMi I^^mm^ ViM<«# 
CoUoooy.'' di ! jJM^s a Ue d«6i^ ^.9. i^. 
aball be married n. miirf»» gn^Hj^ -V /> «*»^ 
CymoD ? take can; etfory tiMr « ^i^^; ^ ^^ ^y 
ceptkiB of y<«r aeo 101 8,y Jaov ^it^t^M^ M^tMtm^ 
oomeooy tbe coaca uomw: 

Cmom. Trutsi, m, mc Tfcviijp, 't^vr >#^ >«».' 
fit tor the cr'/»k Ous: or teMW , v^ 0^^ ^^ ^ 
pots me wooadihr n mi«c ^ « *m0>yti/ 

FrotL A lawYfir . Hoo 1^^, 1^^ ^^^^ ''.«# /^ 

he goes; and Ugt ottpeTf 4t u^a^m^^ r^,^^ , /^ vV ' 
'x6e tiuur ruf^ 
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well, board-wages, laced liveries, all joy, peace, ba^^l 

Frost. Sir, I'll withdraw a little to order some re> 

fresh me nt, and — 

Car. Dear sir, don't leaTe me with this wretcbf 
this fuol ! 

Frost. Don't abuse him. Liny ; 'tis your charms 
have made him a little flighty — I wish they had cut 
his fviiigs before they hail let him anay, for he's the 
wildest Irishman I ever saw. Q£lnV, 

Car. Sir, I say — 

Edw. Stop, madam, for heaven's sake !— t am Ed- 
ward — my master, Caplain Seymour, is in town. 

Car. Ha ! can it be ! My Seymoui in England ! 

EUw. Yes, ma'am, and has sent you — 

{Searching/or tlie Letter. 

» Enter Frost, J 

Fna, I don't like leaving my child with this wiUH 
frishman. £h ! egad they seem very quiet! I'll V** - 
ten. 

Edui. Dear, dear, I have certainty left it in my 
other clothes — Qut the circumstance is this, ma'am— 
My roaster, this morning, saw yonr father ; and, on 
finding you were in town, wrote a letter, which I an- 
dertoob to deliver to you, 

[Fbost coma between tliem, pushes Caroline of: Ed* 

^^' w\Mi continues telling her of the Leller.] 

^^H Snt I have unfortunately mislaid it — I can assure you 

^^^ be loves you as much as ever; and if you would but 

write a few Inies, to say that you love him, he'll tun 

away with you, in spite of that cruel curmudgeon 

your father, and — [Turning about, meets Mr Fkost 

face to face ] Oh ! murder I 

FroH. Thieves ! Cyroon ! Thieves ! Knock 
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Edm. Ye3> tir« — [Knoekt Ctmoh daim u kt €9a€r$, 
md exit* 

Frost. Oh I Murder ! Thieret l^^ywmm I ^tm^ 
are y on? 

Cuman, Here, sir; as flat ai a tkcadcr. 

Froa. My poor fellovr ! — Go ikm. ilm 4m*> «irf 
be sure to bolt> lock, and chain k— rSal MH; tiUfit iMk 
potter ottt of my home* 

C^mm. Yes, sir — ril see ercty Omf^ m mk M • 
guinea in a miser's pone* 

Droit. Ob ! corse yoar ttnuJci !— I m^ ff» m^f" 
self, and see erery thiog seeoif; It^mtff 
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Cor. Thank Hcs««n ! I Iuhmt angr t*y iw»r « i^ 
England — ^I hafe heml tmm^ ^ ^m^t^0it m^r m^ 
stilikKresine; and c—i— gf^t Ifc T 'fuiH ^f9¥t0^^m 
afectJMi I hope he nny ^faatan^ aiiii» JH«e#l4'4M# 
me* 

£,oam. tf he did a«^ I M ev» Aii^MiiMkbift «I>M 

me. A scd&r! and tn li«fr^ aNid ii'M^taw^'^ 
anch a litde ohl felnv as 7«nr laMr 3 



€^aM». Ma'aa, W% mtm% Mt Kf ^ m^ ^^A^m^ 
I an as nth ant ef h s i rt i n » a ^ t mm ^^ m* 
Fmt. IWitkmL} Vadaaa— «ilk jh*, at^ 

I am o roj o fe d In ace vw-^W^Ik icy «r^ 4Hrti( M'^ 
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' tbat provides comfortable lodgings, and every other 
sort of bread and meat, for poor enters that can't 
provide for themselves. 

CoU. Hold your preetiDg, simh ; leedies, I hope 
you'll excuse him. 

Froa. They are getting into conversation ; I'll try 
lo keep them engaged ; bat, Mr Colloony, do noiv 
favour ua with your opinion of our couatry, and an 
account of your journey. 

CoU. 'Twaa a very pleasant journey ; travelling 
here is much better than in Ireland, 

Murl. [Aside.] Oh! murther, murther ! 

CoU. The roads are so veiy excellent, the inni to 
large, and the mile-stones so regular— 

Mttrt. Och ! Maister Pat, don't be running down 
our country ; myself can't bear it ; you know the 
roads are a thousand times better in Ireland. Ladies, 
the miles there are three times as long as they are 
here; and then the devil a half mile can you go, but 
there's a beautiful ivooden mile-stone ; I'm sure IVom 
the time we lefV the hill of Houth, till we got to that 
spalpeen place they call Holyhead, the devil a bit of 
land I saw but what was all covered over with wa- 
ter ; pretty travelling indeed 1 

CoU, Begone, you scoundrel ; lave the rooo^^H 
■ay. ^ 

Murl. Sir! ^H 

CoU. Lave the room, I say, sir. 4^| 

Mart. Lave the room, you say, sirf Ob, migb^ 
well ; there's more o' the yarn ! — Bad traveUiTig ! 
I'll say nothing before the company, but if ever I 
forgive this- Ladies, your most engaging conver- 
sation — IGoes off muitermg.'\ I never can forgive this. 

Frost. Your father, iu this letter, seems particular- 
ly anxious that Ihe marriage ceremony should be per- 
formeA as soon as possible ; now I'm desirous it should 
be to too; what do ywiBa^iWi 
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CoU. What do I say, sir > vhy I say, ask ihe la* 
dy; I deem it the happiest moment of my life ! He 
must be corelous indeed, ihat could form a wish b^ 
yoad what ia here to be found. [Botcir^ to Louisa.] 

Froit. Liny, thank him— Iflo't he an etefraat, po- 
lite, well-bred man J Aa'l you surprised and rrjoiced I 
— The licence is ready— I'll go lo the parson; it 
must be done hefore inelve; we have but an hour 
and a half. [Exaatt Frost and Coti-ooNT. 

Lotdia. Caroline, how could you treat Mr Col- 
loony in goch a manner i you scarce looked at him. 
Ace not you on the very briuk of matrimony i To 
disappoint him now, what nould the world say '. 

Car. Yet disappointed he shall be, and I am in no 
dread of what people may say — The truly virtaoua 
miiicl makes itself judge, and, satislicd within, smilei 
at tfaat common enemy, the world. 

Enter Fbost. 

Prost, Come, girls, prepare ; Louisa, you shall go 
to— You shall be bride's maid. Hadn't you rather 
be a bride i 

Louisa. Why, sir, I can't say I should have any 
objection. 

Frost. Oh, charming ! you malie me young agaia 
- Egad, I begin to think — Oh dear — go and pre- 
pare, for Mr Cilloony will return directly. [Exit- 

Louisa.] Oh the lovely sweet 

Enter Edward, ainging. 

Frott. Well, sir, what do you want > 

Edw, Sir, 1 — a — beg pardon, sir, I believe I am 
come to the wrong Itouse 

Froil. Then pray, sir, go to the right house. 

Edw. Yes, sir. [Exit, singing. 

Frott. Do, sir. Cymon, who is that fellow i He 
had but an Ul look, melhought — Shut the doQt v\i«e> 
JVotr, Liaymy iore, be a good girl; Vm »» fiViiMai, 
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th«t I shall give yoa an suUitional hundred poui 
for you U^— 

Enter Edwabd. 
He here again 1 I thought you were gone to the right 

Edw, This is it, sir. Pray did not a gentleman of 
the name of Colloony — I got that from the Irish ser< 
vant (<4jtde.}— 'go out of this house a little time ago i 

Frosi. Vea, sir; but if you want biin, he'll be back 
directly. 

Eiiw. No, sir, he will not — A sad accident has hap- 
pened to him. 

Frost. Mercy on me ! I hope not, 

Edw, Truth indeed, sir — I'll tell you the particu- 
larB — At the corner of the next street a gentleman 
attacked him — Hit, says he, you are a villain, then 
drew his sword, and pushed violently at him — thus, 
sir, thus, madam — thus [Pusliei the Letter oetr Ffiost's 
ahoulder, which ike 4oei not notice,] Oh, the bliod 



Frost. Dear me, how unlucky ! I wish he was re- 
turned, I hope he i» not hurt. 

Edw- He Is, sir; yes, he is — It's rather an odd 
place. 

Frost. Where, where f — Is it in a mortal part * 

Edw. It's in the back, sir — In the back, ma'am, 

in the back — Oam'me but she'll die a maid. [He 

lunii his back Co her, and the Letter ii fasUned to it ; 

Ae takes no notice ofit'\ And so Captain Seymour, 

ma'am 

Frost. Ob I that curst caplaln ! ^H 

Car, Captain ! What was it my ~— ? ^H 

Froa. Nu, no, it was not. . ^^ 

Edw. Yea. yes, ma'am, it was — a ■ ^H 

Frost. [Stopping his mouth.] No, nu, she must not 
now be is so ntar het. L doa\ ibvakv at least, J 
, bope it was not Mi CgUooa;;. 



Edm. Vtx,hwm,m. 

AnrtL Why, hmm «n ifae gndoMB A m wJ I 

fUteb Wbj. m; be bW a scufct coat OB, a " 
habit, ar ; be «ia ia boots ; and had a ■ 
h^ bat. [Fuei lie Later aorr t\t: Codade, 
U lonordi ier, tMcA tlieuia-] 

R^a. And bow H Hr Colkmny > tell me. 

XJto. Wby, lir, as mon as Capiaio S^Ttmnr saw 
tbe Uood Iridde frocn his aniagonist, be jumped to 
him, took hhn in bis aims, tbas, and carried him to Dr 
Jalep'i tbi^ war> 

Car. Blessed contrivaace, 'tis from my Henry ; 
biit bow lo seod an answer ? If I go to my room, 
Edward may be ^one before I can nrite^What 
■hall I do? InrentioD assist me. [Writa with Iter 
Pencil on the Lelter] 

Froit. Bui what did the doctor say 1 Did he think 
him in danger f 

Edw. Why, sir, we hope not — He probed the 
wound, and after muttering a great many gallipot 
phrases, that none but the brethren of the pill-box un- 
aeTBtand, he pronoauced him out ot danger, anil or- 
dered him to be put to bed, bis stomach to be foment- 
ed with a — a — bason of soup, anil — 

Car. If this does but succeed — [Aude.] Sir, sir, 
this fellow's an impostor — 1*11 let my honoured father 
know your villainy — Sir, while you were listening to 
his story, he foived this letter into my hand ; bm lo 
•bow how I regard the writer, there, take liii iroper- 
tinent scrawl back again, [Throws it on theground.] 

Edw. The art of man won't prevent her being an 
old maid. — Ma'am 

Frost. Oh. you damn'd dog I Let me see it, my 
dear— We'll throw it into the fire, and this fellow 
<iut of the window. 

Car. No, fir, I cannot wish him a greater f umt» 
tn»at than to return tis Jetter just in thaV mawiwc, 
12 
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idm. Here's usage for my poor master — bati 
yta.'am, is there nothing for — or by way of — tb— 

Frost. Oh, you waat winelhiog, do you ? I'll pay 

you ; there's wood upon wood — Come along, Liny, 

and if ever 1 catcb you in this house again, I'll leave 

you no more brains than a fiddler. [£ieuat. 

Enter Mui 



Ocb, nhUkey, ifs you Iha 

It » you thai keeps me o 

Anil oftrn t ou cause me to 



ttngtng. 



ilasger, 



MuTt. Maister Pat, I'm come to desire that you 
will— a— Oh, he's gone ! It's well for him— I wai 
just going to discharge bim — he vexes me so when he 
speaks congrumshously about the sod — 1 won't, lor 1 
can't bear it — 1 have made CyiiioD blind drunk in 
love with Ireland — 1 was telling him all about it, and 
he eupp'd up my intelligence like a gentleman j to be 
sure he mizt it a little, for lie emptied the best part of 
two bottles of port, that Miss gave to make much of 
me, and there be lies stretched on the floor, souring as 
(juiet as a stone in a wall. I'm quite up — I'm almost 
com'd, faith, with lucking at him drinking it. — To be 
sure I'm not the naaty — 1 wish I had something to do 
— that somebody would afTrunt me, or a fine young 
lady fall in love with me^-or any divartiQg accideut 
of that nater. ^M 

Enter Cubba. ^H 

CMa, You want to speak a wi me J ^B 

Siurt. Och, honey, what's this? Sure the crater 
wou'dn't be in love with me — She is, she is ! And I 
am anrry for ber— but she can't help it — tlouey, it 
wou't do— Now don't think of it — a vurneei: 
Vubba. Me no understand you. 
Murt. She does ool undetsi'inA me — Wttat a n 
iottwi^ jt is to want l&rmng— U ^tnx'c «Oas:«i\^\^ 
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had been a gentleman, she'd teach you the manners 
to say you did, nhether or not. I'lJ larn you lo spalce 
good EaglUb when my master marriea your youog 
lady. 

Cubba. Me hop me not Jive till den — Me sure mis- 
see break her heart, and me rader die den ate ii. 

Muri. Oh fiiitb, if you die, jou won't see it lo be 
sure — May be you'll hear of it, and that will be the 
same thing — Mi&s A — Irotb I forget your name. 
Cubba. Me name Cubba : my Tader great king. 
Mvrt. Pooh, pooh, be a»y, Miss Cubbagh ! — That's 
being loo agreeable — Your father a king 1 
emu, Iss. 

Mvt. Ob 1 it's king of the Morice-dancen Am 
finnes ; ay, ay, that fellow had a black face — 1 saw 
him yesterday. 

Odiba. No, no; him live at de Gold-CoasL 
Murt. Where f 

CuMa. At de Gold-Coaat — Now nobody here, yon 
shut your eye, me tell you something dat make my 
heart open in two. But you look so good — You not 
be angry with Cubba i 

Mart, Oh! the devil an angry I'll be — I never 
was angry with one of the fair .sex in ray life — Tht- re, 
hooey, my eyes are shut — go on— now the devil a 
word I can bear. 

C^^a. Mc love a you dearly — but me no want 
yod lore me — dat be very wrong — Your face whiio, 
me poor negro — me only (ell you make me easy, dea 
me pray for you be happy. 

Mart. 1 knew it — 1 knew it — Black, brown, green, 
or yellow, I bother them all — Oh, Murtocb, you mur- 
therer of beauty — What are you about — but ihe milk 
of compassion rises within me for poor Cubbagh — I 
wish she was not sooty — Who knowa — may be the 
joamey will bleach her — Troth, it's a shame vuuv 
mutrexs never fooad out that fellow, ihal at^veiU^s 
ifitiJtilea ladies' baads and faces, the Um^m^ Se"«, 
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he'd make you fair as a daisy. Och! if you h 
a bit of the violent soap, honey. 

Cubba. No matter, my color, if me do rigt 
black face be happier den bad white. 

Mart. Troth and I believe she may be t^ 
tei' of a king, for she has the mind of » r 
her face was but as white as her heart, I 
wife for a pope. 

Cubba. You tell a Syman fine story t 
country, me like to hear. 

Murt. Och honey ! she tikes my his! 
sweet crater, she's choakiiig with senie ; S 
shall liave it— You know I lefl ofF at the Ed 
the next the Parliament House, but I sdm 
heard of the chimneys setting the walli a 
burning every stick of them— the live pilW 
away, but the dead ones stood there, as if t( 
determined to support it as long as they I 
must go to my master immediately— But I'll 
" in a bit of a Flaoxty. 



SONG. 

MiiTloch: 

If you'd traTel tho wide world all oieti 

And sail acrou qiiilc round tbc fiobe. 
You must Kt out ou faoneback from Duitl, 

Aod tail uDto mnt Ballnrobe. 
'Tis there jou'll see Ireland so famoos. 

Thai wai linilt before Adnm was breech'd, j 
Who IWed in Itae reigo of King Sbamoi, 

£te ke was al Bayne oicr-reacli'd. 
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There jiod'U ape my 

Tbe •oDS of Ihe brave O'l anil Mac'i, 
fFbo died vhene'cr Ibey wrre Tlcluriaoa, 

And aner Ihai ne'er turn d Ihrir backs. 
Onr heads are itoul add full of lalour, .- - 

Our hearls are wise add full of brn.«.is, 
In love ne ne'er binsb oar clian^L' coluur. 

And tbe Isdiei reward all i-^t palni. 
I Wii'' Jiy wtaack, *c. 

I Eftint Patrick is still L ^^ 'ecWr, 

Me mode us ad ialauTuf : ;idli. 
Drove Odt ^nako add loadsliKe an Hector, 

And ne'er (but bit eyes to iromplaintB. 
Then if you would live and b^ frisky, 

And never die when jnuVe m beii. 
Come (a Ireland and tijiple the Rhitkey, 

And drink ten yean after ^ouVe dead. 



SCENE II — A Strett. 

Eiitr Sbthour a»d Edward. 

There's your letter again — Thai's 



r I (MJulU get 

Setfui. My letter ! 'sdeatb, you rascal, is this your 
boasted cleverness ? Did you ste ray Caroline f 

£dw. Yes, air; and alter many etfurts, at last I 
gave the letter into her own hand, aod her father ii 
the room. But she returned it Just aa you sev, wx<\ u i 
posiuvelj to be married this mornmg. 
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he'd make you fair as a daisj'***^ **, 

a bit of the violent soap, biyre ^'arl'^'fr 

'". "... _ 'ir^.Ss:;' 

[ prusejit luHtct is, to di;^*"!?}*, "*/ 
ind discard yau — so strip, "Oojf^ 
your face a 
^dui. Sir? 
Sg,,?!. Call a coach, sir, throw the clothe i"^ 
and begbflfticStrip, I iay. pg„ 

Edw. Whai,'-«b in the street ? I shall cat %^^X 







Seym. Do as I desire^U. rascal, or 

Edw. Ves, air, yes— co; Hq, Co— Lord, sir, yoa are 
joking. ?i"~« 

Siym. I am serious, Virati— Do as I order you ;— 
no words — but — /' 

Edw. Yes, sir, yefc^ -Here's gratitude! who the 
devil wOuM be a IboAi^aa dow, I wonder. — There, 
sir, there's your coat, all the rest is my own. 

Siym. Quit my si^ht— and here, sir, take this let. 
ter as your reward. 

Edv). Oh ! sir, virtue is its own reward — I look for 
none. Eh ! what's this? Ha! kind fortune, you never 
deserted me. 

iSe^'i. What is the fellow loitering about ? 1 wish 
he'd ask for his coat again, [Aside.^ 

Edw. Sir, I have one favour to beg before I go; 
will you be so kind,' as just to look at the outside gf 
that letter. 

&ym. Lookat! [7'ailiii£r(^&H«r.] Ha! what's here? 
[^Reads.2 " This is the only method i have to ac* 
" quaint my dear Seymour, that I am still the same; 
" my heart is wholly his." Transport I [Kiixa tke 
letter.'] My charming l-^^ 

Edw. A hem ! A hem ! 

&^i. My dearEdwai4,>N\vtt.Aa!iM».'i to yo( 




Edw. Nothiiig, sir J you've said eaoagh— Tis to 
me you owe all your misfortanes. 
Seuni. Nay, nay, put on your coat. 
£axu. No, uo, air ; get anotbei' Krvant. I'll ne- 

Sef/ra. Nay, for Heaven's sake, BJward- 
have been rash. 

Edta. Rash ! to make me strip here in the open 
street, and expose me to all the world— ^ [ ffo/jting 

Seym. [^FolloKiiig him.'} But, Edward, do pnt oo 
your coat, 

Edw. Not I, sir, I despise a coat— when there's ntt 
money in the pockets. 

3eym, {Gitfes money-"] Now, my dear fellow, have 

Edtv. Lord, sir, I have done. Money and a good 
place have stopt greater men's mouths than mine. 
Seym. Take your coat, and put it on. 
Edw. Yes, sir — A little of your assistance, if you 

Sevm. My assistance ! 

Edw. Yes, sir; dam' me if I put it on without it^ 
[Sethocr kelps him on wii/i liU coat,] 1 have ohea as- 
sisted yoQ on a similar occasion. 

Seym, Well, come, only think of my anjciety 1 

Edw. Who would not be a footman now ! It's well 
!ntleman, sir. 



Seyw. Why? 



■ You make a very good master, tut you'd 
be a dainii'd bad servant. 

Enter Cubba. 
Cubbu. Massabrlnga my dear good Missee to make 
her marry great man^ Hhe send a 
you. Hee a shee come — dear Mij 

Seyu. Why, there's no man but her fathet. 
C"^. Tioj chum cham meet hei %t &c ' 
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THE 

PRISONER AT LARGE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE l.^A Garden to Lord Esmond's House^ a 
Gate in the back leading to tite Road. 

Vader Fhill om^MuN^ quarrelling; Mart inteifoiing^ 

MvnUn Conceited fop ! 

FrUL Impertinent savage i 

Marv. Gentlemen——- 

FrilL 'Pon my honour I shall pink you, 

Mun8» And hy my fist, I'Ji thump you. 

Mmy^ But, my dear rival lovers^ my town fop, and 
my country beau; silly to quarrel about me; for 
when one gets thump'd, and t'other pink'd, as you 
call it, probably I may have neither of you. 

FrilL Didn't you confess p^y little Spanish guitar 
tickled your heart ? [Shewing it, 

Muns* And, my sweety tdidii't you own that my 
jfreat frepch bora rouaeiiymT soul ? 

[Shewing his j^ora Kuu^^ 
1^2 
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Mary. Yea ; but 'pon my repulation, gents, 1 have 
not yet tlelermined whether I ever was roused or 
tickled. 

Rachel. [CaUi without.] Mary ! 

Mary. My miatresa !— Cotniog, madau 

Count. \Calh wilhma.] Frill! 

Frill. My master ! — Yes, sir. 

OldDowUle. [(fM/wiU-] YouMuns! Why, MunsJ 

Muns. My master 1 zounds ! — Sir, I'm here — l*m 
there. — Mary, dou't slay with that fellow. — Coning, 
sir, \All nm confused. 

Frill. I can't bear to leave 'era together.— Com inj 
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Enter Bach el, 
Rachel. Mary, see where's Miss Adelaide. 
Mart/. Yea, ma'am. [Uunscf. 

Eiicr ComU Fbipoh, 
Coimt, My ridiog hat and switch caae. 

[_Eiit rittiu 
Enter Old Dovvkle. 4 
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Dowd. Here, Muns ! you loitering cursed vaga^ ' 
iKind, what are you at ! Call, call, call ! — DeEtre Y»- 
mnn to get the horses ready. {Exit Muns.] — Ay, 
couDt, since my master, the lord of this house, has 
been so unlucky as to lose his estate, and you and 
your friends in Paris have been lucky enough to win 
It, now I am your steward ; and as they sent yoa 
over here to Ireland, to collect Hie rents, to pay his 
lordship's bonds to them, I'll go now about and make 
the tenants pay them into your hands, on cooditiou 
you marry my daughter Rachel here. 

Coim(. I will. 

Rachel. You will not, [Mde. 

Count. But all i!e c\owt\ o? leawA, w\vtw\Atfi ^u 

*o gather in lie i'arge'.ii.d'tAlUiow ie mMi »'sA ■»>««, 

fljy liead, spoil my curt, VviQ-^k rf to^j ^w^ «^ 
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Ibi, c«U me Jack Frtg. tiow, itm- 
, am 1 like dat Jacky de Frog I 

BmckeL Ha,ha«lia! 

Uowd. Fools ! they never law their hwilDtrA, ImA 
fimond, since he was a boy, No« he sp^fit lii« Uiuti 
and money flying over Italy and Utfrmm^y, tik^ h 
wfld-goo8e» till he's ffot himself now coOfMMi im^ b » 
priMMi at Paris ! Ha, ha, ha 1 Comei cuum, I Im^ V/ 
bring all the tenants to reason^tml iW mttmfmiL 
raacal Jack Connor— Daaghteo I iosisi yWtl m^H 
speak to him. 

Rachel. Not I, sir— till you ffOoyt# \A$U0,i 

Dawd. Here, you Mans ! [CalUmiA 

Comi. Frill ! 

J^Uer FaiLty who wfdiperi tk4 i/fmd* 

Frill. A servant wttfaoot (rom •tm Mf fi^i^, 
from Paris. 

Cxnaa. Nugent ! one of #«r Mi A ^ f ^;v«<«^ I4U^ 
aieon excuse moi poor w AMSMaM'. |/^ ^«Mi^ ^i^^. 

Jiftoif. Sir, the borscss tPi t^eitAy, 

Damd. Rachel, as '!» Im^ w^ 4iaiif% W A4«i^44^ 
nig^; the coaot and 111 taJbi? # (M 4i4^Mi|P4s#4#4ik-r 
aomeoftbetettaiiti 

iZacA<2. This is thMrmmK i fjM4f^i*4Mm y^, 
mate yon won't deep m€ mutj^* 

Ikfttd^ BoMKasy— Yua Xim. \4ymi^^ 

Mmu. Sir* 

BnwdL YoaH let an; iMrt^r Jl AbO^t ^^^^mw ttubu 
nj daogfatcr, wlwlit I a«i naHf/. If 'itMsMf^i^ » uM^utr 

Mms. [LoM^ m U.\ f wilt «ir. \_Afmt:\ 
ILaebeL [Ajknt^j Mrn^ ruumt^y^ Jack Coutk^ 
i» flMBe Ikk to flae «» sxMa as loy (liiiiUtfsr's <w)t *d 
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Muns. [Looiing at it] I trill, misB. 
Dovid. now you'll be ou tlie watch ; I may J 
pend on yoa f [Apart to MuN!".] 

Muns. You may, sir. {Apart.\ 

Rachel. You won't fail ? 

ilfwu. I won't. 

Datvd' Miad, doo't stir out. 

[To Muns apart, and erib^ 

Muns, [Laoking at the money.] Not a leg. 

Rachel. You'll run now to Jack Coonor i [Apart to 
Muns.] 

Muna. [Looks at her jnon^.} Every fooL [Exit. 

Rachel. My dear Jack CoDoor, I love him more 
than ever for his fidelity to my lord ; and surely th« 
man of honour and integrity can never prove a faith- 
less lover. 
^ Enter Adelaide. H 

Ah, you sly one ! you come down here to the conn, 
try on a visit to me, yet prefer birds and groves to 
all we can invent to amuse you. Now isn't it love ? 

Adel. My dear Rachel, I'd make you my conQ* 
dante, but you're such a giddy creature, 

Rachel. II Mef Ha, ha, ha? What would I giff 
that you had a lover ! ' 

^dd. I had. 

Rachel. O precious ! Who is he ? 

^ilel. Let these tears tell you my lover is no more. 

Rachel. Dear me ! 

Adel, *Tis noiv ten yean since I saw my Nugeut 
at MoDtpellier. 

Rachel. Ten years! You constant soul ! 

Adfl. I was scarce fifteen : his fortune was doubt. 
ful ; my father forbid our intercourse — my Nugent 
was seized by ruffians, (1 could never hud the caiisf,] 
and carried up to Paris; but have since been auured, 
by my father, of his dea,Vh. 
£lac/ic/. Lord! hadHiQown,\*'iW''4^i'^'^'^"»*'^*^ 
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TJved a painful idea. Come, I must keep up your 
spiriU. My father won't be home all ni^jht, anil I've 
sent for my dear Jack Connor to sup witli us. Come, 
now, I wisb I dare be angry with my lather, for 
joioing this sharping count against his own master. 
Lord Esmond : no wonder, for hia mother, the old 
lady, not to rest in her grave. Adelaide, as sure as I 
lire, 1 heard the ghost sing last night in the Belvedere 
room — the sweetest voice ! 

Add. Very strange ! — I've now sat up purposely 
thtee nights, but I have neither seen nor heard this 
wonder. 

Rachel. Oh, but my dear, the poor dead lady is 
certainly disturbed by the misfortunes of her son. 
Laid Esmond : — it must be she, for the apparition is 
dressed exactly like her picture that hiiu^s in the 
room where it walks. 

Add. All fancy. Ah ! if the dead were suffered 
to reTiMt ua, I should be comforted by my Nugent. 

Rachel. Come, we must have no more thoughts of 
dead lovers: — you sliall hear my living lover rattle, 
court, and sing at our little party ; we'll be so jolly ! 
Come along. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. — A fine Cottttiry. Sun going dovm. Lord 
Edmdnd'b Hovae at a Distance ; at the side JacK 
Connor's House. 



Lord Esni. Then the count will meet me ? 
Serv. Yes, my lord. 
Lard Esm. You called me Nugent ? 
Sarv. I did, my lord. 
Lord Eifit. Very well, take the horaea \tacV \n >J» i 
no, IVeJJ, Trap, I've been your piiaonBr lea^«a 
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• and your suffering me to come here from Pins it a 
stretch of good nature. Yonder'ii my house : here 
am I in the centre uf my own estate, and, thanks to 
fortune, not master of one foot of land. 

Trap, Night's coming on, and not a roof here will 
ihdier us. In view of your house, I can't get a mug 
of beer. [Mtaic and laughing without ] Country peo- 
ple leaving ofl' work : I'll see if I can't get a drop 
amongst 'era. — But, my lord, don't run away, for if I 
hav'n't you to bring back with me to jail, I shall get 
hanged—Hollo! neighbours. [£nr. 

Lord Esnu Somewhere here stood [Lookine'^ the 

cottage of poor old Connor — a good house ; he tnrivea ; 

I'm Jad on't. His son Jack was my little pla^-fel- 

low. [Laaghin^ and Music wilhotiU 

Enter Jack Connor. 

Jacli Con. Ay, merry be your hearts. Good-night, 
neighbours. — All going to their comfortable homes ; 
whilst 1 — this bachelor's life is plaguy stupid — I will 
marry my little Rachel. [Going to his own Hoiae.] 

Lord Esm, Hollo \ Friend, d'ye know where I can 
get a bed ? 

Jack Con. I've two or three spare beds in my 
house here. 

Lord Esm. One will do for me. 

Jack Con. Then one you shall have, on one con- 
dition though — that you drink one jug of ale with me 
al^r supper. 

Lord Esm. Supper and a jug of ale ! Your terms 
are rather severe to a hungry, thirsty, weary traveller. 

Jack Con. Thirsty ! Oh ! [Aiide.] Phelira. {CalU 
^H of hii Door.] 

^^ Enter Pheum, to w/tom Jack Connor whispers. 

Jack Con. You shall have a traveller's welcome to 
the boine of Jack Connor. \To Lord £'smwi*w.\ 
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Xord £sfn. ^Tishel the contpaoioD of my youth. 
Re-enter Phelim, viilh a Jug qf Ale and drmjcing J/orn. 

Jfack Can. I'll fill for you, sir — Come 

Lord Eii/i. The good-Datured boy ripened into the 
benevolent man. [Aside.] 

Jack Con, My first toast, always a bumper;^ 
Here's freedom to my laiidIor<i, Lord Esmond, 

itfrd Esni. Pray, where is my lord now I 

Jack Con. In prison, near ten years ; and I fear 
for life, [n^ipea his ej/ea.] 

Lord Emt. What's the matter? 

Jack Con. 1 beg your pardon, sir; but when I toast 
my frietjd in distress, I mix my drink with water. 

Lord Em. Aflectionate fellow 1 [Aside] But I've 
heard say, my lord i» rather a dissipated worthless 
sort of character. 

Jflct Con. What's that? IFierceh/.] You're wel- 
come to what my bouse affords, but aup by yourself; 
for I'll never sit at one board with him who could 
slander the man 1 esteem and honour. 

Enter Mi;(is, and whispers Jack Connob. 

Jack Con. Her father out f and sent for me f My 
kind Kachel ! If 1 had but Father Frank, now— he 
might — Muns, how go on the count's ailairs ? [Apart. 

Muru. A mystery there. — But [Takes a horn of 
Ale.'] Ill get to the bottom on't, [Drinks.] Now I'm 
primed for love or war ; if Frill dare but look crooked, 
or Mary but frown — oh I how I'll bang him, and 
touzle her. [Exit. 

Lord Esm. As I find all here have lost every re- 
membrance of my perwn, I'll venture up to the cas- 
tle, and nee the count, in my character of Nugent. 

[Aside. 

Jack Con, Phelim, let this gentleman want for 
nothing till I cume home. — Your hantl, a 
»i^ry, but yoa'ce a stranger ; perhaya la wt^^iA-s— J 
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and my doors shall never be shut against the weary 

traveller. \Exit. 

LordEsm. You are an hooeat fellow, that I'll be 

sworn for. lEiil. 

^SCENE III An Aparlmaa in Lord Esmond's Ht 

Enter Fqill. 

Frill. I suspect here's something going forward 
against my master. — Here comes Muns aad Mary. — 
See — kiss — oh the traitress ! [Retires.] 

Enter Muns and Mabv. ,^fl 

Mum. True. Ha, ha, ha ! But Mary, my <U^| 
bow could you listen to such a cur as Frill f ^| 

Frill. \_ Aside.'] I'm a cur! Olj you puppy. 

Mary. Frill is a creature— but really since this 
gboat bu appeared, the house is ao frightful that any 
compaoy is acceptable. 

Muns. That for the ghost! To-nigfat vre are to 
have a jolly little parly. — Hush, my dear, [With joi/.'\ 
JaCK Conanr's comiog to Miss Rachel, I'm with you, 
and cook is preparing a nice bit of supper for us bIL 
tol, lol ! i 

Mary. A supper! delightful! ^| 

Muni, Old master don't come home to-night, aooH 
we'll be so merry, tol, lol. 

Mary. Charming ! Then I'll go superintend sup- 

Muns. And I'll make Toolen the black, my pupil, 
prepare his horn. Oh, how sweetly we played on the 
water yesterday ! They may talk of fine views, and 
vistos, and beauties of nature; but 'tis to hear the 
divine echoes of my horn, that brings the genilefolks 
all the way from Cork, and even Dublin, down here 
to the Jake of Killarney. Bui ttow foe supper. 
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SCENE IV^A HdL 

Mums and Maet placing TaUa^ and a Si 

Mtms. There ! the Iotcts sha'n't be orerloolud bj 
U8y ba» ha> ba ! Here Tooten and 111 sh and uke 
pleasure — ^wbile they miogle lips we'll jiogle gbi 
Oh, how I loTe to see good cheer gotng focwani ! 



•* Frill adtanca. 

FriB. So, here's rare doings in the old geotknan's 
absence ; master and I babbled by soch ciowos as 
Muns and Jack Connor — oh revenge ! 

Old Dowd. [Without.] Who is here ? 

FriiL Oh choice lock ! Here conies the old oodger 
home unexpectedly. Such-a hobble as I'll bfiiig \m 
into ! Ha, ha, ha I 

Enier Old Dowdle. 

Dowd. Oh my bones! Who's that I see there? 
Whal^ are they all gone to bed ? Well I'll go too, 
and not disturb any body. 

FrilL What, sir, go to bed without your sapper, 
the nice supper tlua Miss Rachel has prepared for 
you? 

Dowd. [Seeing ike TMe laid.] Hey ! what is all 
this? 

jFVaff. The table laid for your 8appeF» sir. 

Dowd, Why who knew 1 was coming home 

Frilk Miss Rachel, sir. 

Dowd^ £h ! then she knows I had a fall from my" 
horse? 

FrilL The devil a word of it. [Adde.j'^Oh ye?, 
ur, Mary told her that. 

Jkfu^ Mary ! who told Mary ? 
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Frill. Oh sir — she saw you, sir, as she was t: 

Doind. She took a devil of a loDg walk tbeoj 
1 fdl six miles off. 

Frill. That was a great fall indeed, sir. ■ 

Dtmd. Eh? 

FnW. Walk — yes, nir — ride — Sir — Mary was riding 
too — the evening being fine, Miss Rachel gave ber 
leave to go see her brother. 

Dowd. Mary? ^m 

Frill. Yes, sir; Muns rode before her. fl 

Domd. After mv orders to stay at haaM on lll^ 
watch ! — Before Mary ? Then I suppose the taxJi 
toolt my cheanut pad i 

Frill. Don't say I told you — but I fancy he did— 
they would not wish you to know it, sir — they'll all 
deny it to you. 

Dmiid. Mary ! — he — indeed I heard a woman 
squall. 

Frili. Yes, air, she said she squalled. 

DomJ, Then perhaps 'twas she sent the 'potbecary 
to me. 

Frill. It was, sir. — One lie has drawn me into a 
dozen. [Aiidf.] 

Dowd. A busy slut ! He was a farrier — called him- 
self a surgeon, though he was a farrier; for the fel- 
low out with a fleam, up with my leg, and swore he'd 
bleed me in the fetlock. — Where's your master' 

Frill. Lord, sir, didn't he come home with you? 

Dowd. No, he said somebody from France was to 
meet him at an ion three miles off, he, he !— But I'm 
glad my daughter had so much thought as to pro- 
vide a n)'>rs(:l for me. Oh what happiness, afler all 
one's ciosaes abroad, lo come to one's own home, 
when one's children and servants are so attentive to 
reuder it agreeable!— Muns! [Ca//j.] Where's this 
}d felionr, with his galloping m^ horses about the 
couatryf — Frill, shall I UowWe ■jo'i Vi te\^ -bn&vsw. 
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whh my gown, and then I can come and §k dimn I// 

my supper in comfort. {HgU, 

FrilL Yes, sir.— .Oh what a rare bfoMJk J OmOI 

bring, them into, ha» ha, ha ! i^M44^ 

Bnler Rachel, Adelaide^ and Jack OMitM«^ 

AIL Ha, ha, ha ! 

Rachel. And there now if my old fd^ iMilli4|; 
fipom cottage to barn, lilce a canoisg Mk ««MMMi!^ 
with his green book under his arm^ luid tm ym ^U^jk 
in bis wig. 

^i^4l|ftha,ha! 

Jack i5<m. But why won't Miss AAAai/U ^^ is 
ber company ? 

BacheL Yoo most 

JM. My dear, soflEer me to «^ t«» ms^ '^ f^m 
nalL The deatb of ror K«|mly tbtr mtd^t^tmim ^ 
Ijiid Esmoiid---lbeogb I wow iO0^ IsMO-a^ MWyr #01^ 
an afiectatioo of sombiiity— 4 <«i^t OMiewt 4m^ r^ 

oter me^ efcr fioce yo« stem4 sumM^ iM m^^ 
doibes. 




AUL Noi a «%bt I diMs't dbtam r* 

c ioib e s ' ii f em io the f un m n4 m \m ^ m y»» 
JKodUL WeH my dw; i#Ms «« ^^Hm 
Jick to see yog aciqm tfce jplmr|> 

gbist tbat dare sAooe y^ou 



odbcr bottle; fer yoor l>v»^ >e ^ if^ M<4^/ >a4 >^ 
fsod fettiMr deserves o i^vf^ !WMr \J^^^^ 

■ Bacbd. [gas 4mmu 1 s»ii^ As^or ^yt«MM^ »va^ 



Bacliel. Yes, my poor father's fast asleep by tl 
in some ptaceful cottage. Ha, lia, ha ! I would . 
^are if he had a taste of this turkey ; I know the old 
lad likes a bit o' the tnerry-ihougbl-^How long xjty 
dearee stays ! — Is that you ? — [Speaks without look- 
ing rotmii.\ Ell ! you've been giving her a kiss, 1 
suppose — come, whilst it's hot ; sit down, you foulidi 
fellow. 

[Ddwdle comes round, and sits down afffisitc te 
btr. 
Ah! [Screams.'} 

Dffuid. What's the matter with you ? 

Sachel. Sir. I_I_1 thought it was the ghost 

Dowd. Why, did you invite the ghost to supper}'* 

Rachel, If Jack returns we're undone, [Astde^ 
Lord, sir, who expected you ? 

Dowd. Indeed I should oot have been home k 
night, but for the tumble. 

Rachel. What tumble, sir? 

Douid. Sure you — oh true, I wa'ii't to know It 
let Muus gallop my burses about the road. [Aside."] ' 
Well, ha, ha, ha I I forgive you and him* since it 
has procured me so good a supper. Ha, ha ! 

Rachel. Forgive us ! Then, sir, you know all ? 

Doud. Yes, yes, I'm not augry — call the fellow>' 

Rachel, O precious! Then, sir, you'll let bim a 
with us ^ 

Dowd, Sup ! What, your servant ? 

Rachel, True, sir, I am his mistress, and he t< 
me dearly, 

Dowd. Who, Muns f 

Rachel. Muns! 

Dowd. If your Muns dare to sit down 
rith me, I'll knock the scouudieV Mi Mw dn 



SCENE TU ZH: WBRTl r'-JS-J. 

here we'., r- : -" iiL "i*^ - :.:«=: 
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taeafM.\ Ai 

Dowd, L^rst -re rikb - ** 

that frigbt«-r«t ar iiiJ-- 

Mary, Mt 

apotbecary r 

Mar If, I piUL r: x. zitts 
to know 
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Ibe next :^-» - «. -ij 

Doitd. M JO. HUB 5 , ^ . ^ 

the piUioi : 

Dorjxim y^ vn^^ ift^ 
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Muns. Eh ! well— thank ye, sir. / 
Dowd. Fine ! Hadn't you better ask the bladi-a- 
moor? [IroTucaU^.] 

Muns. Tooten, sit down, boy. [Blade nU dauu 
Dowd. Get along, you infernal impadeDt Boa of »— 

[Beatthiau 

Muns. Oh Lord, he's mad i 
Doxod. Where's n\y saddle, you villain ? 
Muns. His saddle i Going to ride this time o^ 
nigbt — yes, the devil's got into hinu 
Dowd. I'll beat him out of you, yoa danjj^d rogcM^i 
Muns. The ghost has bit him---Oh I m^ 

LMuNs and Mart nm qf* 
Dowd* A knave ! | 

Enter Jack Connoil 

Jack Con. This old mansion has so many windingf 
I thought I should never have found my way back 
again. — Come, sit down, my dear — ^Zounds 1 

[Seeing Old Dowdle. runs ^* 
Dowd. Stop the fellow — ^thieves i 

[Runs out qfierhis^ 

SCENE Y.-^AnotJier ApaHmenU 

■ Enter Mary. 

Mzry. I wonder if Miss Rachel's gone to bed- 
Jack Connor must have slipped out when he heard 
master scolding us — ^Yes, I hear him locking the great 
gate. — Near one o'clock— ^I wish I were in my own 
room — I dread crossing that dismal gallery : iff meet 
any thing, I should die, I'm so frightened. 

Enter Muns, 

O Lord, what's that ? 

Muns. 'Tis I, my dean^i— D'ye think master saw 
Japk Connor ^ 



Xary. I hope n 

Kwu. No matter, as he wa'n't seen wt're safe.^ 
But here's a strange gentleman, I saw him ju<t now 
M Jack Connor's, knock'i) at ibe postern, and ask'd 
^r a bed, as he's beniphled, and— 

Mary. The deace ! Were you mart, to let a stranger 
in at this time of night ? He may be a white boy. 

Mwts. Loobee, Mary, 1 let him in out at good-na- 
ture — let those that are ill-natured turn him uut. 

Mf/M. Why, 'twould be cruel indeed 1 oiily mas- 
ter's T^ cross. — Slop — I've a thought — the finest op. 
portunity ! — Let's put him to sleep in the haunteil 
room ; as he don't know ou't he won't be afraid, 
and if the ghost watlts he'll certainly speak to it, and 

Mum. Why yes, if It is our dead lady, she may 
tcti him what disturbs her, then may be she'll va- 
nish, and trouble the house no more — 1 like tt hugely. 
Maiy. Where have you left tlic t!entlemao > 
M«as- 111 the lodge. Come — \poii^.'\ 
Mars- You needn't run away from a body. [Taiei 
Mm under her aim,'\ 

Mwu. Ah! how loving these women are, when 
they stand in need of our protection, liem ! (Siwi^- 
gen.'l £h ! bless me ! tol, lo), lul. [Exeunl. 

SCENE VI.— .^n anlique Aparlmmt. A Lad/s Pir. 
Hire hanging ovtr the Chimnei/, 



K 



ffliy. This is the room, air. 

[/n terror, yet trying lo conceal it.] Yes 
ia the mum, sir. 

.£<«. I'm very mucVt o^j\\^«4 *.« n^ixi. 
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Mary. The hed'g in the alcove, sir. [Point) to 
MunS' Weil Mary, put oa tbe sheeis, and i 
for the gentleman, 
JUaiy- Can't you ? 
Mum. Psha ! [Apart — each ttrging the other to 

Mary. Sir, the bed U very well air'd. 

Miou. Ves, sir, it has been laid in, not abovt 
eight years ago. \Aside.[ Go— [To Mary, wi 
much /leatmion and terror goes iruo the ahojK.] 

Lord Earn. The K^ntlemaa of the house is^pe to 
rest ; ^^ 

Mum. Yes, sir, the gentleman of the house hai. 
rested in prison these ten yearfl — 

Lord Esm. Indeed! Poor genii era an. 

Muni. Ay, sir, he's a lord ; the cards and dice bs 
left him a very poor gentleman — but my master, { 
steward, is now quietly snoring. 

Lord Em. Then 1 shall return him tbanks in 1 
morning. 

Muns. Oh, sir, you may as well not thank bi 

Lord Em. Oh then 'tis entirely to you I'm ob 
ged? 
MwiK. Yes, sir. 

Lord Eitn. As I was left by the man of the bou 
when you saw me, but for yoar humanity, 1 mi 
have lain in the fields all night — Here. 

\OfvFs mo«q 
Muns. As I didn't buy my humanity, 1 never vril 
sell it. [Reuses tbe inonej/.] 

Re-mfer Mahy. 

Mary. There, sir, the bed's ready — Lord ! — I 

frighteo'd ! — thought I should never get done.~-[i 

j>arl to Muns,] 

Mtuij. llashl Irnsh'. l^parl.^ S'.v.wi'WV'i.ne'i" 
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ft light, sir, and you may leave it bumiug — ibat he 
may see tbe ghnst [Apari.~} 

Mart/. Wish you a good night, sir. 

Muns. A good night's rest, sir. O what a clawing 
wilt be here by and by ! [Examt Mvm and Mast. 

I^rd Erm. For the first time indeed, since my iii- 
bocy, I shall sleep under my own timF. Since I find 
this Count not here, I shall, if possible, get out eaily 
>ad meet him at the inn where I appuiated. The 
igid of night seems very aivful in these autitiue 
mansiaua. This room was, I think, my dear mo- 
lher*s-^hs, there's her picture — my fotid parent^ 
lOoc/i slnkes one.} 
Ktfer ADELAiDE,yrow a door vshieh opens in the tvain- 

scot — tvalks as in her sleep. 
Who's here ? a lady ■ Heav'ns, she's asleep ! [Ife 
stands Jixed viith wonder, Adelaide crotset, open* a 
ftoties-press, takes Jrom her head a hood, scarf, aid 
might-raii, someti:hal resembling the picture in the room, 
md puts them info the press i then to return tothedoor 
vAere she enteredi walks mtk herjace towards Lord 

ESHOND.] 

Ziore/ E)m. Is it possible f — 'tis my Adelaide !-^ 
Jlotd ! to wake her — the sudden fright may — yesy 
this ring, her last pled|;e of affection when we paM- 
cd — \^Puis a ring upon Iter f Tiger, u/itc/i he had taken 
fivm his oon.] This nng may alibrd her comforlf 
vitboat discovering that it Is 1 that have igm here. 
[Exei»fKiieTalh/f 



1 



I 



[ 



THE PRISONEB AT L^HGE- 



ACT ir. 



lENE I. — Open Cotmtri/, h^ore a pziilic Ina, tign igf 
the Shovldtr of Afutlon, 

.^lUer MuNS, his Horn round his neck, and Box under 

Mans. Oh that wickeii old master, to turn me olT 
for only letting in tliat strange man 1 — a strange man 
iie was, lor none could tell how he got out tins morn- 
ing. JSlaster swears he was a thief, and threatens to 
prosecute me fur an accoraiilice, if 1 e«eu ask for my 
wages — and then I've lel\ my sweet Mary-gold all to 
Frill, Here have j tramped Iwo niiles, as hungry — 
and not a shilling in my pocket. Now here's a house 
of entertainment — yet I'm afraid evtn to stt down on 
thB bench, le.'^t I shuuld be ask'd to pay for It. I'm 
so hungry — House! [Calls Jiiintli/ ] Oh! what an ef- _ 
feet an empty pocket has upon a man's voice 
door of a public-bouse ! 

Enter Landlord. 
I landlord. What wou'd you be pleased to have? 
L Mum, Any thing, sir. 
1 Enter Landladi/. 

Landladi/. What do you want ? 

Mnns. Every thing, ma'am. 

Landlord. Who are you f 

Mtm). A poor servant out of place. 

Landlady. We want a waiter, husband. 

Landlord. Did your master give you a cbai 

Miins. No, sir, Iil- had none f- *■■ "■ 

Landlord. What can yon do? 

Muiis. Sir, I don't kuow w\\ft.\. to 4o. 
landlord. What are you capab\E oU 
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JUuHs. Oh, sir — [ cno play a duet upon the horo. 

I^atdlord, I want no horn. 

Landladi/. No, iliat you don't, husband. 

Landlord, You an<terstand horses i 

Xuns. Yes, sir, and cookery, 

Landlord. 1 waot one in my stable. 

JUims. A horse i 

Landlord. Psha ! my stable. 

Mum. Yes, sir, but I'm best in the kitchen- 
Ma'am, I'll do any thing for bread — only employ 
me — I'll be humble as a spaniel — secret as a fis' 
vratchful as a cat— -I'll sleep like a cock, upon 
leg, with the other ready to pop down to run < 



Landlord. Come in, my lad, you're the very man 
for the Shoulder of Mutton. 
^UTu. That I am, sir, either baked or roasted. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE 11.—^ Room in the Inn. 
Enter Lord Esmond and Landlord. 
ord Eim. Only if Count Fripon enquires for Mr 
em, shew him in. 
Landlord. Yes, sir. [Exit. 

Lord Esm. Luckily, in the time of my distress at 
Montpelier, I took the name of one of their confe- 
derates, who, from being stationed in a distant quar- 
ter, probably the Count has never seen. They sup- 
posing me one of llieir rascally club, 1 may get at 
"leir secret schemes, and ao be prepared to counler- 
Sthem. 

Enter Count, 
Fal, lal, lal I Ha. Monsieur Nugent, I never 
j,de honeur of seeing you, but know ^qai tsu. oC 
'"' ' Paris: SiTf I afli lejo'ice al xtwt toW™?;- 





Counl. Ah I malheureux ! very bad — no money— 
beeo out aaw all last night, and got but abuse — no — 
dey will pay none but my Lord himself— One Jack 
Connor will not let 'em. 

Xjyrd Esm. Rascal ! — My frienijly school -rd low. 

Count. Monsicr Nugent — eh — I have de thought--> 
has Monsieur Duwdle, de steward, ever $ee you? 

Lord Eim. I Lhink not. 

Count. Bon 1 It vil do — since de tenant t!I pay 
none but my Lor himself, I vil pass you on dem for 
Lor Esmond, aod I warrant in tumble de money, raa 
foi, ha, ha ! 

Lord Em. Excelltnt ! You'll say I'm his lordship, 
ha ha! ihey pay me, and we return lo Paris, add 
share it with our club, ha, ha ! admirable! 

Count. Dal is it, ha, ha, ha! But hold— if dey 
even believe you are he-, how will dey tink how you 
got out of prison in Paris I Ah ! ah I dat is to be 
consider. 

Lord Esm. What do yon think of my making my 
T ale t pass for my jailor, whom I'll aay, I prevail'd 
upon for a bribe to accompany me on this ramble 
to see my estnrc? 

Trap. [IVii/iaiit.] Ay, I'll have him. 

Lord Esm. Ha, ha, ha ' d'ye hear him 

Count. Diable ! dat is be ! 

Lord Esm, Why, to tell you the truth, I bad h3i ^ 
ed ihiB very scheme of yours, and already tutor'd ro; 
valet to play his part of my jailor. — Now Trap win 
help me without knowing. [Asidr.] 

Count. Oh den dis is your valet? — ha, ha, ha I 
admirable! ha, ha, ha! ' ' 

Lord Esm. Now only oWt\e Ui-w WW taaij 
hh c/iaracier, 
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THE VKISOHER AT LARCE. ACTS 

Count. You will drink my health? 

[Gives him Monty. 

Trap. Why. as for your heal tt thai's no business 
of mine, but I'll drink your wioe — My lord, I'll har« 
an eye upon you — can he drop from this window i 
No, Qo. C£c& 

Count. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lord Earn. Well, don't you think we are safe 
ourjailor i Ha, ha ! 

Count. Ay, I hope you'll play de Loi half 
Hand we touch de cash. Ha, ha ! 

■ EiUer MuNs as a Waiter. 

Mans. Do you call, gentlemen ? 

Count. Ventre bleu ! more acting ! diable ! You 
Muns, vat bring you here i 

Mum. Master turn'd me off for letting in, and gi- 
ving a bed in the haunted room, lo a half-starved poor 
devil, that — [Sees Lord Esmond.] Oh ! how d'ye do, 
sir ) La, itir, did you see master, coming away i 

Count. Den you vere at de house, eh i 

Lord Esm, Last night to look for you. [Apart.] 

Count. Oh I — vel, my Lor Esmond, ven 
to^your castle as yourself — 

Lord Esm. Immediately. 

Mims. This my Lord Esmond ! huzza 
tune's made '. 

Enter Landlord. '' 

Landlord. Hey ! What, have you got lazy already, 
airrah ? [7b Muns.] 

Muns. Eh ! fellow ! who do you talk to ? my lord, 
hadn't we best quit ? No accommodation for your 
lordship in these paltry inns. 

Count. Hey, fellow, you must dispatch all your ser- 
vants and horses round the country, dat all my lord'^ 
vassals and domestics may show their duty aad %~ 
fpect ia bis welcome home. 
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SCENE IIL— Jack Connor's House. 
Ealtr Jack Connok and Puelim. 
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Muni, And since you did entertaia me, to show 
my gratitude, I open your bouse. 

Lord Esm. Well Gaid, honest Muns ; and for yoor 
disiDterested generosity in receiving me last night, 
you may change places with your old inasier. 

Mutts. Make me steward ! Oh, my lord, I shall 
grow mad with joy ! Clear the way there for his lord~ 

([ExciiiU. 
[■ 
kA Cott, The stranger gone 1 1 shou'd have stay'd 
Certain him, but for his reflections on my lord^ 
and the call of love. 

PheUm. Yes, and here has been old Tough, the 
grazier, making such a riot about a lamb, he msista 
has been taken out of his field. 

Jack Con. Psha ! the fool ! never mind him — if 
my darimg will but come, and Father Frank will but 
marry us— Oh ! here comes hJs reverence. 
Enter Fatheb Frank. 
T, Frank- Well, Jack Connor, what is this busi- 
ness? 

Jack Con. The first is, that your reverence wilt 
breakfast with me. 

F. Frank. Well, that's a bnainess of no harm, if it 
be a good breakfast. 

Jack Con. The nest, that you marry me to my 
dear Hachel, who designs to slip out to nte this murn- 



Tongii, the grazier, come wrangling abiwt— 



AT LARGE. ACT IV 

Enter Touch. 
Tough, So, Jack Conaor, now that Father Frank is 



I 

^^^iiere, I'll make my coropli 

Jack Con, Sbe's not your's — you know my shep* 
herd saw you t'other night sneak into my field, and 
brand two of my sheep with your own name. 

F. Frank. Oh ! that was a grievous sin, neighbour 
Tough. 

Tough, Ah, Father Frank, I see which way yoar 
opinion goes where good eating is to be had; but 
I'll lay my case before my lord's steward, that 
will [F- 

Enier Gachel hasliiy. - 

Jack Con. My love ! 

Rachel, Well, here I've run to you. Oh I I'm « 
frighten'd. Now if you have not brought Fatbe 
Frank here to marry ua ! 

Jack Con. Ha, ha, ha ! guesa'd it. Ah, sly one ! 

F. Frank. But have yon her father's consent i 

Jack Con. I've her own, which is worth fifty fa 
thers — ch, Kacheif 

Rachel. You have. [Gives her finnd.] 

F. Frank, I will not mary you without her fall 
. consent. 
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V Enter Pheum. 

% Fhelint. Here's the steward. 

Rachel. Lud, my father ! 

Philim. And yonder cornea old Tough again, awear- 
ing he'll complain to him. 

Jack Con. Will he >. 'Gad I've a thought— Ha \ 
[Atide] Father Frank, only step in; Rachel will 
tuske breakfast for you — suBer me to say a few words 
to her father, and L ptocatac ^'u>i\\fc 
marri^e — Hush '. Kt£p \ 
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F. Frank. Your hot cakes and jQor€psf^M€f/m4^ 
and that that's good U the deiiidii of • c fcM wi o i w i , 



Enter DowDts* 

Dawd. Jack, I am come agam l# 4mfm4 fim 
reoty to pay off my Lord's debu to tbt Omm. 

Jade Con. Well, yoa shall bare K tfy^^^ 4*^ 
me. 

Dcwd. Oblige yoo, that's damg ai mm^ir ^ <i^ 
^eries to thwart and perplex me I 

Jad( Om. Well my frolici wt ai » P tg l<r 4» i 
lost every hope of yoor gif mc Me %t^^i 
' DowtL Yoo'Te no b^ i«4ftf»l #t» 4fMmmf t 
give her to the Cooat* 

Jack Com. Well, I kmmj^m iwMMi; f^ i <ii»0 - 
up to the dangbler of ol4 TmvJIv Hm: fimm '^ ¥t^ 

is this moBMirt io tfcot SMW. 

DomtLVol Wtik jmifm ^ 4^1 ^ ^ 

Jack Com. It rmikm^mi i^^ r^ 

BowL Yam caali. 

Jmdk Com. We^fc ftther f rwtir iwot: <itt<M M'^Mift^ 
ly w^ but bePsafraU4U[marai|9lc. 

AmL Myai^Er! W ioil js it ^ «»: om^' 4ii^ Mi^ 

»? 

Jmdk Com. Wby y«^ i»^*>mm^ ^m0mtmffM0^^ 

% your daegbtrr^ Ihe ipU Aff^jHUif «^ if' tt«i^ 4^ 

itlMMt yoo aie wiKM^ 

Bmni. What! yw Inaapy A>y»s* 4tei<r y% 4>mu 

hre at yowr fawBsaig as»»y <<ilti ^ <Wii^- m>jy# »^^ 

Joct Cge. Am^ ywnJnHi Ifr vf j<i-li^»^<i^^ 
yoordiiB, if yos4ffi<it4aU)iii»|>ailMr#^4iiir, H^#iiiif 
iyietoAepri oiibai^ <lijoi, 'f'i00K*i^'^0^^6^.^ 

/?q^Sfr7flnKbJbdh^aOif|Hii^4f MMTVlM^ VV«^ 



■«■_ 
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a tied 



up. 



r be able to hold your daughter till 



Dovid. Tlien I wish you were tied op. Damn the 
fellow, he's as dangerous in the village 3^ a fox. 
Well, I consent ; so call Father Frank. 

Jack Con. Call a priest from bis breakfast 
you mad ? 

Dowd, Call the wench hither. 

Jack Con. I will, thank ye — [Ooing, reiiimi. But 
I think you'll as good not be preseol. 

Dowd. No ? 

Jack Con. No.— Old Tough will owe you a lad 
spile, 

Dowd. Well, I'm obliged to you, — Indeed her 
ther is a wicked old rogue. 

Jack Con, So he ia, sir ; he's a wicked old logm 
why I told hrni so just now. 

Dowd. Did you ; What ! to his face » 

Jack Con. To his face, as I talk to you thii 
moment— Says I, you old knave, I'll many yi — 
daughter. 

Dowd. Do — go in and do it ; ha, ha, ha ! 

Jack Con. I will— I'll do it. 

Dowd. Ha, ha, ha! I like to see a crabbed 
numskull bamboozled, ha, ha, ha! 

Jack Con. So do I, ha, ha, lia ! 

Tough. [IVilliia.] I'll have her. 

Dowd. Eh ! here he is. 

Jack Con. Ves, he has missed her. Now only 
mind the sordid fellow's manner of talkbg of hii fa- 
mily—all in ibe grazier's style. Why, air, his wile 
be calls his ewe. 

Dowd. Then 1 suppose he'll call his daughter here 
within, his lanib, ha, ha 1 

Jack Con. Eh 1 why no; I think ho'U scare*; 
that. 

Dcu-d. I'll bet you V^a\^aJ;(Q■«ttte 4e«i». 
Jack Con, Done 1 h« woa'*.- 



fox. 

i 

But 

xfS9 

ffoet ' 
thii 

I 



8CEXS HI* TBB PEIfOMSB AT LAlGI. 1 $9 

B^ynd. He will. Zounds, don't I kooir the feUow^i 
mode of phrase ? a mere savage ! 

Jack Con, Well, but do you call to the friar. 

JDawd. I will. — Here, Father Frank* many the 
couple d'urectly; go in and do it. [Pwhing him in.} 
Oh ! this Hill make a rare laugh against the old fel- 
low, ha, ha, ha! Here he comes.-i— Father Frank, 
make haste and marry them. 

Enter Tough. 

Tough, He shall restore hen Mr Dowdle;, do you 
luiihonse these doings I 

Dawd. What doings ? ha, ha, ha ! [Smothering a 

Tomgh What doings ! Jack Connor to take away 
my lamb ? 

Dowd. His lamb ! ha, ha, ha ! by the Lord I have 
won my half-crown— I knew the grazier would come 
out, ha, ha ! She's Jack Connor^s lamb by this, ha, 
ba, ha ! 

Tough* His ! For ten guineas she carries my name* 

DomL Ha, ha, ha I For twenty guineas by this 
she carries Jack Connor's, ha, ha, ha ! 

Tough* Why, zounds ! he's not tarring her over 
^igain! 

Dawd* Tarr'd, yes ; and she'll be soon feather'd. 

Tough. Feather'd ! 

Dowd. Yes ^ when she's dressed ; 'tis all the fashion, 
yon know. 

Tough, Zounds ! Then he intends her for his own 
table ? 

Dotod* Yes, certainly, she'll bead his table, ha, ha, 
ha! 

Tough. He's plaguy dainty. 

Doxvd. Yes, he's a dainty fellow. 

Tough. He's a thief.^^I thought to have soul WVa 
market to-morrow* 



Dotud. Father Frank, if the job's over, let the lamb 
come nut here, and ask the olil ram's blessing. [Calb 



Kachel. [Kneek to Dowdlc] Father, your blefs- 

I>owd. Eh ! zounds ! if this should be the lamb ! 

Tough. Egad, and I bclie^'e you are the old ram, 
ha, ha, ha ! 

Oowd. Father Frank, what the devil's this you've 
been doinf; ? 

F. Frank. Fie, fie ! this is unseemly, — I've been 
juiVn^ this pair in holy wedlock, as you desired me> 

T-iugh. As you desired him, ha, hn, ha ! Egad, 'tis 
my turn to laugh now. 

Jack Cgiu Father-in-law, to beep the laugh from 
yourself, you'd best join in it. 

Hachd. Father, don't he angry, for upon the word 
of a bride, I had no notion of marriage, — but as you 
desired it, I complied, to show my obedience. 

Dowd. Oh, plague of your obedience! [Going in a 
rage] 

.lack Con. Sir, fatfier-in-law, here's the half-crown 
you won. 

[Old DowDLE hrcalifrom hm, and nail in a fury] 

Tou^h Ha. ha, ha ! I'm so pleased. Jack, if you 
eren have nn lamb, keep it, andltl jour Jamh carve 
it for the wedding-day supper. [Eitunl, 

If CHNE IV—Zor^; Esmond's House, Gothic ChamS^ 
EhIct Adelaide. ^H 

jide!' Ft inurt have been tny Naif^ut ■, every cir- 
fujusiaoce confirms v.; aai v^'iv^s ^\(<»x ms». >M««i 
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been I that walked in my sleep. I shudder to think 

of the dangers I've escaped, but my Nugent lives, 

aod danger raniEhes. [Aside. 

Enler Dowdle. 

Doted. Ah, jade ! Pray, misa, did you know of my 
daughter's elopement i 

Add. Dear sir, did you see the gentleman ? 

Dowd. The devil's in the wotiien ! 1 ask about my 
daughter, and a gentleman is alapp'd in my teeth I 
Husaey, were you her confidante ? [To Maty-I 

Mary. Pray, sir, can you think where Muns ig 
gone? 

Doivd. Get along, you jade, you and your Muaa; 
the rascal, 1 suppose, is starving in a diteb by this— 
[A loud kttocking.J Hey 1 ivhat great man is this I 

Enter Muns, in a rich Livery. 

Mans. Hey I nobody to throw open the gates for 
us— Hey ! [Swaggering'.] 

Dowd. You ! yen scoundrel, how dare you show 
your saucy face here i 

MuQS. [IViihout atlatding to Dowdle.] Come, we 
must have the rooms now in Eome order. Tbis table 
—chairs — sopha — [With great liaste, and veri/ coiue- 
quenliaitif, he nioves the Famiture.] — We must have a 
total change here — by'r leave— 

Doted. Hey 1 Turn out. 

Mutu. Stop — we shall soon see which of us is to 
turn out. [floating wilhout.] 

EMer Lord Esmond, [ricMi/ dressed,) and the 

Lord Esm. My beloved Adelaide ! [Embracing.] 

JtfuM. My darling Mary ! [Embracing.] 

Adel. 'Tis my Nugent ! 

Caa/i/. Nugent ! Oh ! she vill spoiV a.U. VAsiicA — 
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POOR SOLDIER. 



Scene I.— TKc country— Sun-rUt— a large Mai^ 
nam at tome djitoTice — near i/ie frniu, on tm* tid^ J 
a imall House; on the other a CoUagt. 

Na^ , nay, what faann i 

Dermot. iWitkoia.] Why, I tdl jron tliera i§ | 

EiUer DiBMOT and D*aiY. 

Dor. Why, sore, I'll only ntaail by^ 

Der. I Uil you it's not (itupcr tor any one U Im j 
by when one's along with one'* twretheart. J 

Dor. 1 always like to be by wben I'ai aloii(( witb J 
tny ■weetheart—Sbe'B adeep— I'll call her op^HaU I 
loo ! Kathlane ! 

Der. Will you be qniet. Darby ! Can't you go 
nuke a noise there, under Falhet L«k«?« tim^O't '. 
. ■^. £cod, if I da, he'll pol mt \a^%v*'QEKJ% 






THE rOOR SOLDI EB. 



Der. If I wasn't so fond of Kathlane, I shodd 
ihink ?«<.irah, hU niece there, a very handsome girL 

Dar. Why, so she is; but since her own sweet- 
heart, l^trick, full of ale and vexation, went for a 
soldier, she don't care a pin for the prettiest of us; 
by the Lord, she even turns up her nose at me ! 

Der. Well, well, you'll see how it will be ; some' 
body, 1 know 

Dar. Ay, you mean the foreign serving-man to the 
strange ofHcer that's above at my lord's. Eh I why, 
faith, Dermot, it would indeed be a sbatne to let a 
black-muzzled monnseer of a Frenchman carry off a 
pretty girl from a parcel of tight Irish boys like us. 

Dei: So it would. Darby; but my sweet Kath- 
lane is fast asleep, and never dreams that her poor 
Dermot ii here under her window, 

Dar. Ay, never dreams that poor Darby's under 
her window; but I'll have her op — Kathlane! — 
Kath 

Der. Hush ! ^Pushei Daut <^^ 



I 



Slerp an, ilcep on, m; Kathlane dear. 

May ptace ))aiMH thy brcaft( 
yel dmi thon drram thy true loTe'» here* 

DepriTed of peace aod lecu 

The birds sing iveet, Iho mcniiae bitrsks, 

Thesp jnyB arc none lo me { 
Tboagh rleep is fled, pnor Demol nHkei, 

To noue but love and (bee, 

IB 

Enter Darby, 



Ifar. What a dull dog >.\ia*. «\— Nla, v"" '^^• 
HI ha, hal why, such a Bon^ w.>i!!«^'t •si**. ■«>■ 



u mrooitofMBi* Iff^ 

ovrl ooft of his sleep, let alone a pretty jprl, tliatU 
dmmiiig of I. — Kachlane ! upon my coofcieiice IMU* 
ye% ni HHisp bcTf 



AIR. 

Darbi/, 

Dear Kathlane, yoo, no doabtt 

Find sleep how very fweet 'tli« 
Do0 bark, and co€|u have eraw'd ••!, 
. Tea Dever drfam how lale Htf | 

This morning gay^ 

I pott airay, 
To bare with yoa a Wt af flay# 

On two legs rfd 

Along to bid 
Good morrow to yoar algbi-caf # 

Last night a tilde Wwi|r 

With whiik^« ale» m4 tfSif, 
I ask*d yooBg Betty Blowfy 
To let me tit besMe htr i 

Her at^ger raie^ 

And, soar at tlaer^ 
The little gypsey cacfc'd bar mmp 

Yet here Vre rid 

Along to Md 
Good morrow to yoar idg^icafi 

[KaTBuuis cpem$ ike Cm&gf Wmi^^- 

Dar. Ay, there she it s 4b,Vmitm Wy U0 0^ 
Kaifu Is that Dermot ? 

Bar. [Hidmg wnder ike VtMrnmi O ^m, 4U 
takes me ifxJ)emak,btfbt,yi^t 
KaOu Who's tbeiv? 
Hon Sore it's oaJy L 
Kaik. What^Dttm^i 
Dor. Yesp I m^UtAf. >>hiiU- 
Kaih. Vm oommt ^f^"*- UMr4s#.] 
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K 

Enter KkTULkii^fiam the Cottage. 

Kaih, Where are you, my dear Dennot ? 

Dar. [Comes forvoard,] '* Good morrow to your 
night-cap/' [<Sf7^^.] 

Kath. [Starting,'] Darby! Now hang you for an 
impudent fellow. 

Dar. Then hang me about your neck« my sweet 
Kathlane. 

Kath, It's a fine thing that people can't take their 
rest of a morning, but you must cotne roaring under 
their windows. 

Dar. Now, what need you be so cross with a body, 
when you know I love you ? 

Kath, Well» let me alone. Darby : once for all, I 
will not have you. 

Dar, No! 

Kath, No, as I hope for a man, I won't. 

Dar, Ha, ha, ha ! hope for a man, and yet won't 
have me ! 

KatL Yes, but I'll tell you what sort of a man ; 
then look into the ri^er, and see if you're he. 

Dar, And if not — I'll pop in head foremost. 

Kath, Do, Darby ; and then you may whistle for 
ine» 



AIR; 



Kathlane. 

Since love is the plao, 
1*11 love if I can, 
Btil first let me tell you what sort of a maa : 
Jo address how complete. 
And in dress spruce and neat. 
No matter how tall, so he's over five feet; 
Nor duU nor too ^vU^s ^ 
His eyes \'V\ tWukv^evV^, 
If sparkling wilb pVcii&viie 'wVitii^^w 'w«\ft»«i\. 



L Tift rooR flouNmu ISI 

TlMsgh gentle he hep 

Hb man he tboald fce^ 
Yet never be conqoer'd by aoy hot aie $ 

In a soog bear a boby 

In a glass a hob nob, 
Tet drink of bis reeion bif noddle ne'er n4» t 

This is my fancy. 

If sach a man can see, 
Tm his, if he*s mine, nntll then I tm Ute* 

Dar. So then you wbD^t hare me { 

Kath. No^ that I won't. 

Dor. Why, I'm a better match ba yoa tlum ||i«p 
mot. 

Kaih. No. 

Bar. No! HavVt I every tbtMOOOilbrtabfeiAMitft 
me? coirsy sheep, geese» and tmkm for ¥4m ¥0 Mk 
after in the week days» and a pfettf ftm Km jHm ^ 
ride to chapel on a Sooday ; a niee mcfo eawn i^ 
yon to live in, and a neat tnt of a y^Mum ^^t4m U0 
yon to walk in ; and for a Imtiaod^ Vm m y^*^ ^ 
lad as you'd meet with of a long %mmm\^% 4it^ 

KaHL Get along : don't talk to tm^ ^ y^0m if^^^ 
and yoor tarkies, man, with yoor o^^ma itnA f^^w 
nonsense. You know, Darfoy, I aan a» yaf0»m, KtA 
so take your answer — Voi^re ftO tm^uA (w um^ 

Dot. An heiress ! Why, tboM^ j^jm ttt$0rf, ^ 
Jorum, that kept the Harp and Crnm^ U^ /w im;^ 
enough in the worid, as a iMidy sny »ay — 

Eatk. Weil enough, yoo disp<Uf»^.tAf fe$Wir' lAlkr> 
my father leave me a ^jftoae i4 <»4?t47V y^yA/»*., « v*^ 
rel of ale opoo draa;rbt, dbe 4Eiff|4ft^ Mcw^y ^/^-^Mf 
the fumitore of Um; whU^ feMis^y '»'w:v ^y*'^**^^ '^ 
the matter of thirty^eigkt itrfftb^^/ l^^-i^ 'a<^^S ^ 

D^r. ISooihiwgfy.} S9f,W^KMMM^-^ 
Kath. Well efioa(|ll ; aibd <^i «a I*:^^ «i« '^^ 
bald filly, you pafil^^ 



TUE FOOH 50LD1EB. 



DiBT. Oh ! DOW she's got upon the bald filly, 1 
L'deTil woalda't take bar down. 



■. rillilyi 



KaA. I'll 



Id fat your gibei and Jeers. 



my cap at s smar 



iflci 



'. Anolber I'll ncd this day 
Jfulb. In caurti>hi[i funny. 

Dor. Once cncet b9 hoacy. 

Kuth. You drooe. 

Dar. Ko, Kale, I'm jDnr humble Ue 
Kalh. Go dance ynur dogs with yuur j 
For a eprighlly lad is the mai 

Kath. Like sweet inilk laru'd now to i 
Dar. The fragiaot loie does a nenle pi 
TCath. Sour curds I Inate, ibuugb soee 
Dar. And wilhaflower lilinemyoo: 
Rath. la f uuTiihip fimny, &c. 



I Enter Fitzbot. 

FUz. Ay, here's Father Luke's house : I d 
his charming niece is up yet. ^Looks at his WaSch.^ 
I shall be back before the family are stirring; the 
beauty and freshness of the mornmg exhilarates zofi, 
delighls. 

AIR. — Sfldoni iiaig. 



The IwiDS of Latona, tn kind lo my banti. 
Arise to partake of the chace, 

.%iid Sol lend! a lay to cbaile Dlan't fair i 
And a imile to tbe imtles of ber face. 
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For the tport I Might la» the Mfht qMM oC tof« 

With myrtles my brow shall adof% 
While Pan breaks his chaooter, mad tkalfci fa the fi#f e^ 

£zcell'd by the sound of the honi* 

The dogs are uncoupled, and sweet if thdr ery | 
Yet sweeter the notes of sweet eeh^'s nf$f s 
Hark forward, my honles f the gtae fi b rk«> 
But lore Is the game that 1 wish to pwrmm. 

The stag fi-oa his chamber ofweodhtoe feifi mt. 

His sentence he bean in tlie gaJe | 
Yet flies, till entangled in fear aid fa im ki . 

His courage and coBstaaey UXL 
Sorfonnded by foes, he prepafef fer Ibo *h»ff 

Despair taking place of bis ter^ 
With antlers erected, awhile ttimm wi ^, 

Then sorrenders his life with a iev* 

« fheds^^Ac# 

Tif she; I hxr towptakiahu^ tmlikmMb$^ 
4er?ed l^ some of the tiHigwni^ [HOkm^ 

JSaicr Kora^^mi the Hotm* 

AOL 

Norah0 
The mead owe leak cheerAd^ die Meis mtm$jl ^b$. 



So gafly they carol the f rassH ef ifiliff 
Thoogh aatare ngosccSy poor JUnli iMi 
1MU her dear Fanicfc 

Ye lasses of Pi* li a , ah, hide year fpy^ tm s i ^ w ^ 
Kor lore her dear Platffdk lhe«s %wi 0^ Pm4 mtm > 
naagh sattias aad fiM«ai«l laMS eiM iair^ 



If Uk grass is not Im» wtf^ snAt yK I fa^ fcto r tK^^ 
take a walk witk wtt^^hkl mf% m^^m V# wiMf^ Wi«W 
ker sweetheart DenmoL — ^1^, 'd YiM^% MU/iW'^ 
foot me, I fh^u^f^ U^jp,^ ^nf^^y^ ^ vw»y»»***mi— 
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ffays I 



dear '. here's the geatieman that my ancle is always 
tea zing me about. 

Pitz. A fine momiDg, madam j but your presence 
gives an additioaal luatre to the beauties ofthis chana- 
ing scene. 

Nor. Sir ! [CuHdes.] 

Fitz. [Takir^ her hand.] Nay, do not avert those 
lovely eyes—fook kindly on me. 

Bag. [Witkoat.] Oh, raaitre ! maitre! 

Nor. Do, sir, permit me to withdraw; our village 
is very censorious; and a gentleman being seen with 
me, will neither add U> your honour, nor ray reputa- 
tion. [Exit into fht iioM 

Bag. [Withom.^ Ah, mon maitre! '^ 

tilt. What does this blockhead want ? 

Enter Bagatelle hastily. 

Sifg. Ah, monsieur ! Ah ! ah ! (Pw^r^.J 

Fits. Well, what's the matter ? 

Bag. Ah, Monsieur l I'm come — Pm Com&. 
tellyou — that — I'm out of breatti 

FUz. What's the matter f 

Bag. It is all blown 

Filz. I suppose my love affair here is discovered. 
lHalfaiid<r. 

Bag. Oui, monsieur, I have discover dat all your 
Mareschal poudre is blown out of de viude, and I 
must go to town for more. 

Fill. What ! And is this the discovery that bu 
made you run after me i 

Bag. Non, monsieur; hot I did like to forget to 
tell you dat my Lord Lofty, and all de fine ladies^ 
wait for your honour's company in de breakfast pai- 
lour. 

Fitz. Damn your impertinence, sirrah! wbyd 
you teli me this at fiiat i— Poilow me, and be ii 
way. 



\ 




i V. I— L*»r-- 



. Well, v-y. . £L 
sd to my LShi •- 
-not mucL V w: — f» 
sbcpenoe :: - * a^i-- 
Isn't thai Is*-' 



r. 



m 



i we': VJLK "* w : »— --.-^ 

1 lefi r.«r. 

ael.nai. 

t. But :*•-■» i :-• -< 

ir. As p**: 4 -r.-. . 

ume for jv- •. .,- a^iu^- 

cd me LJt, \-jM^i ^ ^ 

out it r 

ttr. Why, r-i.j»r ^.^ ^ 

igloTen. <Ll ^s. .. ^ 

m&ke si \»X''* •'•> «- ■'jf- «• 

'at. Ay, lAr. • ; »^^ '' 

Id. 
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YHE rOOH SOLDIBH. 



Patrick. 



ri 



I 



Ijow happy the soldier irhn lives on bla pay. 
And ipcndi half-a'crDHn out oFBiipencea daj ! 
Yel fean oFilher jmllcrs, warrants, or buniB, 
Bui pays all bii debia nith the roll of hii drnuii, 

Wilh a ran de don, &c. 

He earn not a marTedie hoir Che world goes. 
His king finds him quarlcrs, and money, and clotbe^ 
lie loughs at all sorrow, whenever U comei, 
Aad laltlei away with the roll of (be drums. 

With a row de dow, &c. 

The drum la his glory, hi^ joy, and delight ; 
II leads him to pleasure, as well as (•> fight ; 
No girl when she hears it, though ever so glum. 
Hut packs up her tatters, and follows the drum, 

With a row de dow, &c. 



I 



[Davxy joins awhoardly in the tong^ 

Dar. Ah, you'll have Norah with your row de dow I 
Od 1 if I thought I could get Kathlane by turaing 
soldier, I'd list lo-morrow morning. 

Pat. Well, I'll introduce you to the Serjeant. 

Dar. Ay, do, if you please. I think I'd look Tcry 
pretty in a red coat, ha, ha, ha! [Seww ddighied 
with Patrick's drew.] Let's see how the hat and 
feather becomes me- [Takes off Patwck's hat, and 
ditcopers a large tear on his forehead.] What's that ? 

Pat. Only a wound 1 got in battle. 

Dar. Hem ! take your hat — I don't think regi- 
mentals would become me at all. 

■ Pat. Ha, ha, ha ! What ! terrified at a scar, eb> 
Darby f 

Dar. Me terrified I uot I, I dou'l mind twenty 
scare; only it looks so coaceited for a man to have 
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a black patch upon hb face; bat boir did you g«t 
that beauty spot ? 

Pat. In my attempt to save the life of ao tittcttr, 
I fell^ and the bayonet of an American grenadiMr kft 
Be for dead, bleeding in my country's cauMr^ 

Dor. Left for dead 1 [Caiifiued.] 

Pat» There was glory for you, my boy t 

Dor. Hem! and so they fotmd you Uti^imf m 
yonr glory ? 

Pat* Come now^ Fil introduce yoo l# Hm mp^ 
jeant. 

Dar. [Looks out.'] Hem I yei^ Vm tmmf^ m \ 
\Beem» as if answering somdtodif wUhmA*\ 

Pat. Ob, yonder is the segeaot« {JUfokkf imt^j 
Where are yon goin|^ } 

Ikar. To meet hmi. IGobig /ir €mtfmf mff^j 
rU be with you presently, ur, \IjM4 st r/nnmt^i 
Hen— glory — row de dow* (ite# 

PA Ha» ha, ha ! the tkgfA of • w<Mii4 is m m^fi f 
for poor Darby — but now U0 mt mj Wf^^ t^nkf 
and then for a pitcher of U'wsMlm^ itMi mf W 
pOBynionfc 



AIB. 
PatrUlu 

Tbe wealthy fool «ili |^ J«#U^ 
Will ftin desire lo fFow #Mw ^ 

Give me bd koMt^ Vft m0k m» mm^^ 
M J little firly lij IMmS^M^ iwse;*^. 

M J lincnS «4> tm^^ 
If 7 little fkly »}r U0uJ^i^fi4 ^MbdU^^ 



Tltf^^ Air«Mr ee«r iSmnm «»; <C(MMf 
r/ tt£0w tm w%m CM tM«e Uwiu% Wcfi; 
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With all my heart can I be poor, ^ f 

With my sweet girl, my fhend^ and pitcher* 

My friend, &c« 

[ExituUo 



SCENE ll-^Inside of Father Luke's B9ux. 

Bagatelle discovered speaking at a cliamher daon 

Bag. I would only speak tod Tord vit you. Our- 
rez la porte, ma chere ; do open de door, si tuus pbti^ 
Mademoiselle Norab. 

Nor* [Within,] I request, sir, that you'll go away. 

Bag. First give me de von little kiss for dat. 

Nor. [fViihin.] Upon my word thia is exoeeding 
rude behaviour, and if my uncle finds you there, sec 
what he'll say to you. 

Bag. [Aside.} Oh de Father Luke ; begar he may 
be enrage — ve), f am going— 'Bon matin, Mademoi- 
selle Norah, I am going. 

Pat. iTVithout,] Where is my charming girl ? 

Bag. Ah, mal peste ! Begar, I am all take — I Till 
hide — [Goes into a Closet.] 

Enter Patrick. 

Pat. Eh ! all the doors open, and nobody at home. 
l^Knocks at the chamber door.] Who's here } 

Nor. [^Wilhin.2 You're a very rude man, and I 
desire you'll leave the house. 

Pat. Leave the house ! a kind reception after imp 
years* absence. 

Nor. [Entering.] Sure I know that voice* 

Enter Norah^ 

My Patrick ! 

I^af. My dear, dear "NoTaV\\ 
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Not. If I was dear to you/ ah Palrick, how could 1 
you leave me i 

Pal. And were you sorry Tor my going ? 

JVoT. Ah, my Patritk ! judge ol' my sorrow at 
your absence by ihese tears of joy for your return. 

Pat. My sweet girl ! this precious moment make* 
ameuds for ali the dangers and fatigues I've iuOercd 
■ince oar parting. 

Bag. Ah, pauvre Bagatelle 1 [Aside.] 

fat. 1 beard a noise ! 

^or. Oh beavens ! if it should ba my uncte — what 
nail 1 do! he's more averse to our uaioii ibao ever. 
Hold, I'll run to the door. 

Pal' And if you hear Father Luke coming up stairs, 
I'll step in here, [O^ieis Door, and discover! Baga- 
telle.} Is this your sorrow for my absence, and teara 
of j'ly for my letura? 

Sag. £egar, Monsieur, I am sorry for your return. 

Nor. How unlucky ! 

Pal. Shot up here with a rascally hair-ilrcsser* 

Sog, Hair-dresser ! Monsieur, you shall gi 
de satisfaction; I vill challenge you, and I vil 
you fid 

Pat. With your curling inais i 

Bag. Curling iroi.s ! Ah, sacre Dieu ! 

Pat. Hold your tongue, except you like lo walk 
out of a window. 

Bag. Monsieur, to oblige you I vill valk out of da 
Tiodre, but I vould rather valk down stairs ; I'm not 
particular in dat piunt. 

Pat. March, sirrah ! or I'll cudgel yon while I 
can hold a splintiir uf shelelah. {Exit Bagatelle.] 
-T-Aht Norah ! could I have believed ibis of you i 

Nor. Could I have believed Patrifk woufd hava 
harboured a thought to my disadvantage ? 

Pfi/. Ab, no waller i 



I 




192 THE POOR SOLDIER. ACT lUi 

me satisfaction, but not with curling irons ; UU then 
I'm yours, as in duty bound." 

Bog. Oui i ciat is dti etiquette of de challenge ; I 
put no name for fear of de law. 

Dar. It 13 not directed ; but Pat shall have it. 

Bag. Bat is it — Vau must come to de fight vi 
me — 1 liave de pistols. 

Dar. Pistols! 

Bag. Oui ; you sail be my seconde, 

Dar. Pistols !— Second !— Eh, couldn't I be 
or fourth ? 

Bag. Ab, Monsieur I you are wrong : toute auui 

Dar, Oh, I must get two other shoes. [LaoHlg:* 
at khfia.-] 

Bag. Kon — Vel, Monsieur Darby, 
1 have sent my challenge. I am ready in de duel to 
decide de point d'houueur; and sol t!) go — brush my 
niaster's oaL \Ent. 

Dar. Pistols ! — I don't much like giving this chal- 
lenge lo Pat — he's a devil of a fellow since he turned 
soldier; as he bid Monsieur walk out of a window, 
lie may desire me to walk up the chimney. Ecod! 
the boy at the alehouse shall give it him. [£xife 

Enter Norah, J 

JVor. No where can I find him ; and I feir n^M 
uncle will miss me from home. My letter must hare 
convinced him how he wronged me by his suspicious. 
Uiikiud Patrick ! if [ could but once see himi a con- 
vent then is welcome ; for 1 am determined ii 
give ra\ 
Patrick 

Enter Patrick. 
Pal. My dear Norah, excuse ray delay ; 
maay oJJ acquaintaacea laxVie VA\*^e. 




Nor. YoQ had my letier ? 

Pat. Yes; and I'm ashamoJ of my folly — to be 
jealous of nuch a baboon too ! 

Nor. Aye, he'd be soon discliarged if his master. 
Captain Fitzroy, knew of his presumption. 

Pal. Ah, Korah, I feel more terror at that one 
Captain's name, than I did at the sight of a. whole 
army of enemies, drBwn up in battle army against 

Nor. My dearest Patrick, only be constant, love 
me as I think you do, and mine la tixt on such a ba- 
sis of permanent affection as never to be shaken. 

Pat. And can you prefer a poor foot-soldier to a 
captain, my sweet Norah ? 

Nor. Ail, my Patrick, you may be only a private 
wMier in the army, but you're a field oiBter here. 
[Lays her hand to her heart.] 

Pat. Charmiug, generous girl ! 

EiUer FiTZHOY behind, in a plain Karlel frock, and 
TOUTid hat, 

Fitz. [^Aside.'] My little country wife in compai 
with a common soldier ! 

Nor. Don't fdil to come to our houae as you pro-"^ 
mised, for at that time my uncle will be down at Der- 
mot's. — I've a notion 'twill be a tnatch between him 
and Katblane ; my uncle's her guardian— Adieu, my 
Patrick i Vou'l! come early! [Parting tenderli/.] 

lExit Norah. 

Put. Happy Dermot! his Kathtane had not charms 
to attract the attention of this gentleman; but be- 
cause Koriili is most beantiful, Patrick ia most un- 
happy. 

Fitz. [Addc] This id a timely and fortunate dis- 
Govery — 11 I hiid inarried her, 1 should have been 
4 bop^ful wuy. [Ativ()neing.\ A |tio!iy girl j' 
(foiiherf, bit.-iUi-i aiAiUeri ■ 



"4 
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Pat [Loois tamestly at kirn.] She's h!ui(Uon)e, 

Pitt. You seem to be well wilh her, eh i 

Pal. ISigki.] Bui withoui liet — 

Filu Ob, then, you ihink you shall b« wUt 
her? 

Pat. Yei, sir. 

Filt. What parts yoo ■' 

Pat. My poverty. 

Fitz. Why, she doD't seem to be rich. 

Pat. No, sir; but my rival i^ 

FUs. Ob, you've a rival f 

Fat. I have, sir. 

Fitz. Now for a character of myself. {A&idt:^ Some 
rich rascal, I supposed . 

Pat. Sir, I envy his riches only because they give 
liira a superior claim lo my Norah; and for yout 
other epithet, I am sure he liou't di 

FUz. How so? 

Pat. Because he's au officer, and therefore a mai 
of honour. 

FUz, It's a pity, my friend, thai you're not an 
iicer, you seem to know so well what an ofhcer shouli 
be — Pray, have you been in any aclioii f 

PfU. I have seen some service. 

FUz. Cai'olinaf 

Pat. Yesj sir; I was at the crossing of Beatti 
Ford. 

Fitz. [With emotion.'] Indeed! — Were you 
action at Bcattie's Ford ? 

Pat. Here's my witness, sir. [Takes off his ftoi.J 
I received this wound in the rescue of an officer. 

Fid. By heaven ! — the vsry soldier that saved my 
life! [Aside.]. . T hen I suppose he rewarded you 
handsomely ! 

" 1 looked for no reward, sir. I foughU— it 



out 

\ 

th*r^ 



. vas my duty as a soldier ; to protect a f^l«a iim4^| 
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•vaa but an office of humanity. Good moming 
your honour. — 

Fili. Where are you going now, my friend ? 

Fat. To abandon my country for ever. 

Fitz. \Jiide.] Poor fellow ! But, my lad, I 

think yon'd best keep the field ; for if the girl likes 
you, she'll certainly prefer yon to your wealthy ri- 
val. 

Pat. And for that reason 1*11 resign her to him. 
As I love her, I'll leave her to the good fortune «be 
merits; it would be only love to myself, should 1 in- 
Tolve her in my indigence. 

Fitt, Well, but my lad, take my advice, and see 
the girl once again before you go. 

Pat. Sir, I'm obliged to you — you mast be a good- 
natured gentleman, and 1*11 take your advice. — Then 
1 wilt venture lo see my Norah once more. [Exiit 

Filz. What a noble spirit ! — There let the embroi- 
dered epaulet lal^e a cbeap lesson of bravery, honour, 
and generosity, from sixpence a day, and worsted 
lace. 

Enter Boy with a Letter^ 

Soy. Pray, sir, are you the man in the red coat? 

mtt. Ha, ha, ha!— Why, yes, my little hero. I 
lltink 1 am ihe man in the red coat. 

Boy. Then Darby desired me to give yon that 

[Exit unperceived. 

Fiiz. [^Opening ihe Letter.] Darby ! a new corre- 
spondent — [Rends.] " This comes hopping h — 

m — h — m — " duty bound '' — A curioos challenge. — 
And pray, my little friend, where is this Mr Darby ? 
[Looka round.] lib ! why the herald is ott— My No- 
rah fieems to nave plenty of lovers here — but how has 
my attachment transpired? — ScTeu o'clock in the 
£lm Grove— Well, we shall see what sort of stuff Mc 
Darby is made of. \J 



1 
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SCENE 11— Outside of Dermot's Cottage. 
Enter Father Luke and Dehmot. 



\ 



F. Lrih. Weil now, Dermot, I've < 
house with yo[i — what it this business i 

Der. Oh, sir, I'll tell you. 

P. Luke. Unbortben your cooacience to me, child— ^ 
■pe»l( freely— you know I'm your spiritual confer 
sor—- Have you tappeU the barrel ol' ale yet ^ 

Der. That I have, air, and you sh:ill taste it, 

[Exit into the Houtei 

F. Lvie. Aye, be wants lo come round me fi 
ward Kathlaoe; — a wheedling son ofa— — 

Re-enter Derhot with Aie. 
My dear child, what's that? 

Der, Only your favourilfi brown jug, sir. 

F. Luke. iTalcing it.] Now, child, why will y 
these things ? [Drinks,] 

Der. I'll prime him welt before 1 mention i 

lane. It's a hard heart that a sup can't solten. 

L-' 

F. Luke. I think, Dermot, that jug and 1 a: 
acqaaintance. 

Der, That you are indeed, sir. 



Dermot. 

Dear Fir, this brannjug, that doh roams «i<li mild ale^ 4 
Out of which I nnvr diink In en eel Kale of the vale. 
Was once Tobj Filpot, a thirsty old bodI, 
As eVr crnrk'd a boltip, or TathaFii'd a bowlj 
1^ Jo liODiing ubiml, 'Iwai IiIb praise id excel, 
jioi amongii Jolly topers he bote nS t^icXi^ 
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Hit body wbeo loi^ in the ground it iiad laiOf 

And thne into clay bad resoWed It again, 

A |H>tter found out In bfo covert lo tang* 

And witb part of old Toby be form'd tbit brown Jug. 

Kow sacred to frieodibip, to mirtb, and mild ale, 

So bere*f to my loTcly iweet Kate of tbe rale. 

J^Exit DsmoT inU> House, 

Enter Darby* 

Dar. How do youdo. Father Loke? 

JR Luke. Go away» Darby ; youVe a roga^. 

J)ar, Father Lulce« content that I m\\ ' vwny 
Kathiane* 

JP* Luke. Yon marry Kathiane^ yoa reprobite ! 

Dar. Give her to me, and Til give your tvvereoce 
a sheep. 

F. Luke. Oh, well ; I always thought you were ft 
boy that would come to good— -A iheep !-» Yoo fball 
have Kathiane — You've been very wicked* 

Dar. Not I, sir. 

F. Luke. What ! an\ I your priest, and know what 
wickedness is — but repent it, and marry. 

Dar. Yt% sir, I'll marry, and repent it. 

AIR. 

Father Luke. 

Ton know I'm your priest, and jour coaiclence Is mlse^ 
But if you grow wicked, lt*f not a good sign | 
So leave off your raking, and nan y a wife, 
And tben, my dear Darby, youVe lettlod for life s 

Sing ball>nonMNia ^o, 
A good merry wedding for aie* 

Tbe banns being publitbcd, to cbapel we go. 
The bride and tbe brSdcgtoon in coaU wMte as now | 
So modcit her bglr, and lo f beepitb your look, 
Tou out with your ring, and 1 pull out wy book s 

Sing ballynofliona ora, 
A i^od saetry wedding lofi tM* 
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^V^ I Ifaumb out Ibe place, and I iben read away ; ^^t 

She blushes at Invc, asd alic whispers obey t ^^H 

You lake her dear hand lo have and id hold, ^^H 

I (tiut up m; book, aod I pocket your gold : ^^^| 

Sinn ball^nomoua ora, ^^^^ 

Tlie 5Dug liitte guinea foi me. ^^H 

You shall have Kathlaue ; and here she coTne& ^^t 

Dar. [Boviing.'\ Thank you, sir. [Both tv^us^H 

Enler Kathlane. ^^| 

Kath. Is Dennot nithia, sir ? ^^H 

F. Luke. Kathlane, don't think or Dermot.-J^f 

her, man ; put your best leg foreraosl. Go. [jVfai^^^ 

sigm to Darbt.j 

Dar. Oh, I must go and give her a kiss. [Kissei 

hn-.] He, he, he! — what sweet lips! he, he, he]^ 

Speak for me, sir. ^^M 

F. Lvke. Hera [ Child Kathlane :.Is the shi^H 

Dar. As bacou 1 ^^| 

F, Luke. Child, this boy will make you k good 
husband ; — won't you, Darby J 

Dar. Yes, sir. 

Kaih. Indeed, Father Luke, I'll have aobody 1m^_ 
Deimot. ^^1 

F. Lute. I Kll you, child, Bermot's an ugly <^^| 
and a bad christian. ^^M 

Enter Dermot. J^^| 

Bar. Yes, you are a bad man and an ugly cb^H 

F, Luke. Come here, Dcrnioi, taVc your mug — yod 
empty fellow — I am going to marry Kalhlane here, 
and you must give her aivay. 

Der. Give her away'. 1 must have her first ; a ni 
it was to asl( your consent ihat J^— . '^^1 
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Luke. £h, nhal ! yaa marry her ! no such 

—put it out of your head. 

r. If that's the case. Father Luke, the two sheep 

intended as a present for you, I'll drive to the 
i-monow, and get drunk nith the money. 

r Going. 
Luke. [Pauses.] Hey, two sheep! [Atide,}-^ 

back here ; it's a sin to get drunk. — Darby, if 
i nothing to do, get about your business. 
r. Sir! 
Luke. Derraol — child I isn't it this evening I 

marry you to Rathlane ; 
r. Him ! why, lord, sir, it's me that you're to 

Luke. You, you ordinary fellow ! 

r. Yes, sir ; you Ituow I'm to gite you- ■— 

L.nke. [dpart to DehmotJ Two sheep ? — [Loud 

BBT>] You don't marry Kathlane. 

r. No! 

Luke. No ; it is two to one against you — So 

ray, Darby. 

\h. and Der. Aye, get away, Darby. 

Luke. [To Katblane and Debmot.] Children, I 

t Captain Fitzroy at my bouse for my niece 

I, and I'll couple you all as soon as 1 clap my 

I upon matrimony. 

" QUARTETTO. 

'., Dermot, Darbv, and KATiatNE. 
Kaihlane to Dermot. 
Tau the point ma; carry 
If B wbile you tarry ; 

To Darbs. 
Bd( for you, 
I lell yoa imr, 
No, you I'll Dcrer Barry. 
Chorus. 
Yon the point, &c. 
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PMdi Mr lOROiii dfomifaii^ 
Ian|^ aai lofe . 
iOjM 0fcr pffov0 

Cava ear, &c« 

To the danch ni hand ker» 

UmitiuMchthe wafli 111 itipiar, 

miobaaiiMk 

UatUIdfe, 

A poar fbnakcB gander^ 

■ _ * ^ ■ ■ 

Ckonum 
To the cherchydee. - • 

. ^IMetLuke. 

£acb |»loB8 priest siace M< 
Ooe niglity troth disclofo, 
Toa're ae? er vest. 
If this the teity 
Go (Viddle alt jroar 



Chorus. 
Each pioai» &e* 

SCENE m.— ^ GroM. 

JSaier Fmamr. 

Fitz, Who ^an this chaUoDger be? Some luf- 
maker perhapfl^ to meet me with a xeapiDg hodk;^ m, 
ha! 

Bag. [WUhoia.] Venez ipi. 

Fitz. lL(H)kbig M.V lix\ mj idai& Bifgri 



rs ui. 



the officioQS jnamj 
r, and is coat tl 
\ag. [WiihoK '. 
itt. Darbv ! uit xaatt 



er Dabby wc' l Pi 





)ar. Mr Bas bbc I2L 
J^. Well : ' 
^r. \VheD I f&L. » il 
s Kcood is u jrs2>, 
mot and Karrr.ATg'i 

lo^. I Til, M'JDElSir I 

it2. [Aside.' Cm. ' 

}ar. When Pic 

» ^odL]— Tor Tt zaaa. mu ^m- x-r^* &. » ^ 

d behiod i. ^ms^roc wji 

le 

)ar. Indeed I vckat. nnu .^ 

. fight behmc % I 

rchwarden. 

itz. [Advance 

iag. Moo ZD&xtT% 

fftt. So you Kac ^auMziss/e.. w 

!fr to Daebt/ 

')ar. Me, bi: ?\o _ * — j ^ 

I got it fruL ili^/^bf^i; JM. AT «& 

kg. [AoLt. £1 wisiivp- 

TiXz. [To iiiw-Tii^ i^ .^ . 

prrite SDCL & ieu«r ^ tu: 

Fitz. 

Bag. Ok, 
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r 472 THE rooR soldier, act ii. 

Dar, Hold your jabbering! I'll tell the whole 
story in three words— Sir, you must know, Pat the 
soldier— No— Monsieur Bag and Tall — was— Father 
Luke's house — come up stairs — No — Norab bid him 
— says Pat, says he — [To Bagatelle.] What did 
he say ?— >0h, she shut the door — out of the window ; 
aod before Pat could — do — after — how was it? [Tg 
Basatelle ] 

Bag. Oui, dat vas dc whole afiaJr. 

Dar. Ves, sir, that was the whole aOair. 

fitz. Upon my word, very clearly explaiaed. 

Dar. Yes, I didn't go to school for nothing. 

Fitz. I find my little Norah is the object of 
versal gallaatry. [Asiiit,\ 

Bag. Ah, monsieur, pardonnez moi ! 

Fitz. Get to your business, sirrah 1 

Bag. Ah malheureux ! [£r£(. 

Dar, [Calling after A/m.] Yes, monsieur, you'd bet- 
ter stick to the curling-irons. 

"Fitz. Yes, my friend, and you bad belter stick to 
your flail and spade, than middle with tword and 
pistol. None but gentlemen should have privilege to 
murder one another in an honourable way. \(Smg, 

Dar. due word, sir, if you please. 

Fiiz. \Retuming-] Weil, my honest friend ! 

Dnr. Now, sir, Kalhlaiie's quite lost; and I'll leave 
it to you, »'hich of the two, Detmot or I, is the preU 
tiest boy for it ? 

Fitx. Ha, ha, ha ! Stupid scoundrel! {i 

Dar. Stupid ^^coundrel ! You a captain !— Hi 
corporal J [Calin after Fitzuoy.] 

■• Re-enter FiTZaoY, 

Fitz, [TAreatening.] How! 
Dar. [Turning and callmg to the other side,} I a 
no, coiporal. [F ' " 



THE POOR SOLDIEL 



' Dar- Sach a swaggerer ! Aye, I matt go to town 
ind Uaru to talk lo these people. 



Darb;/. 
Since Kalhluie baa proved so nafro 
Poor Darbj, ah I wbat ran yoii do 
Ho loi^r I'll ttay here a clown. 
But Mil off and gallop to Iowd i 
I'll drtn and I'll ttnil irilb Boair, 
The barber shall frizzle mj bair. 

In DubliD I'll cut a peal dash ; 
Bd( haH Tor to compasa the coab ! 
Al gamin)!, perhapi, 1 may win, 



Bat first Far lo gel a great oanK, 

A duel alBblish my fame ; 

To m; maa then a cballeage I'D write, 

Butfirtt I'll lake care he Hon't Gghli 

^Ve'll iffear ddI to pari till we fall. 

Then ihoot wkboat pnwder and— the devil a balL 



I 



I 



F. Luke. ( Wiilim.) Aye, I'll leacb you W 
foldiera. 

Nor. UFUMn.} Dear«ir! 

Enter Father LuKe and Noiiah. 
K Lake. Come along! If yovi won'vV'a.Net'i^'^ixii 
^iUroy, yoa go to Boulogne. TuV \\ie wi\&«i. '*"- 



wget 
:ks t/ie 



174, THE POOR SOLDIER. 

deed ! I'll send you to a coaveDt — I will, by ^ 

function ! 

Nor Sir, I am contented. 

F. Luke. Coiitcnied : Very 6ne. So you put i 
into a passjoo, and now you're coatenled — Go— get 
in there, Mrs Knnp«ack ! [^Puts her in, and locks t/ie 
Door— taps at the Door viih the Key."^ Coiiseot i 
uarry Captain Fitzroy, or there you stay '*" ' ' " 

Enter FiTznoY, 
Fitx. Eh, Father Luke ! Who's going H 
Ft Luke- Only a youDg lady here, within, 
a little refractory — she won't marry you, sir. 

Fitz. Refuse my hand!. Well, that I did not ex- 
pect. But do you resign her to me, sir } 

F. Luke. There, with that liey I deliver up my au- 
thority. [Gives Keij.] And now, if 1 can 6nd Mr 
Patrick her soldier, he goes to the county gaol for 
a vagabond. A jade ! to lose the opporiuuiy of ma- 
king herself a lady. [Etit. 
Fitz, Oh i here m her soldier. 

Enter Patbick. 

Pai. Well, sir, by yoUr advice I have ventured 
here, like a spy into an enemy's camp. 

Fitz. [Sternly.^ Pray, my friend, were you e?ep. 
brought to the halberts > _^| 

Pat. Sir! |H 

Filz. How came you absent from your regimeri^| 
Have you a furlough ^ ^1 

Pat. [Conjvged.-] Not about me, sir. 

Filz. Because you must know I have the hoaiKir 
to bear the king's commission, ami am obligediu tajie 
you up for a deserter. 

Pat, Sir, it was a reliance ou yuur honour a 
\ gooci-iiature that trepaimeil nte.\^T«~, 
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Pilx. No talk, sir; it was for the good of ibe aero 
vice 1 trepaoned you Iiither, as you -call it. I've s, 
proper person prepared here, into whose custody I 
shall ileliver you, [Unloiis llie Door.] 

Pat. Wbat a cruel piece of treachery ! \Adde.\ 

Fitz, \l'resentmg Norah.J Since you reject me, 
nadBm, here's ooe that will know liotv to deal wittt 
you. \JoiM their Hands.] 

Nor. My Patrick ! 

Pat. Ob, Norab < if this is real, let's kDeel and 
thank vur benefactor. 

^V>. No, Patrick ; you were my deliverer. I am 
that very officer wbose life you saved at Beattie'a 
Ford. Is it posiible that, seeing me aow without my 
uniform, you should not recollect me ^ Take from 
me the reward of your geoeroaity, valour, and con> 
itancy. 

F, Luke. [IFiiAout.J No, I can't find the run-away 

Pol. Your uncle I 
Nor. Oh, bcavens ! 
Fitx. Don't be alarmed. 



F. Luie. What's here? Patrick !—Dermot and 
Darby. lay bold of him. 

jDw. Not I. 

Jiar. I'm no constable. 

F. ImJm. I say, take him. The serjeant shall lay 
hold of him. 

Dar. Why, sir, thu white serjean- has laid hold of 
him. 

Fia Xteai sir, don't b'.' so violent against a yuuog 
man that yn 'II ,>iesenLly mai:y to your niet 

F. ^uke. Me! Bring a fuijUoldier inltt 
miiyl 



\ 



J 



Fiii. He'* no longer s< 
'impose of, and I c 



. I ha^ 



E set a higher value on it 
than by bestowing it on one eo worthy. 

F. Luke. AnolBcer! Oh, that's another thing. 

Dot. Fat an officer ! I'll list to-morrow in spite of 
the black patch- 

Kuiti. [To NoRAH.] My dear Norah, I wish yon 

joy. 

Dar. [Apart to Kathlane.] How dare you make 
so free witri an officer's lady ? 

F. LuJre, But, captain, why do you give up my 

FiU. Sir. the captain thought himself unworthy 
of her, when he found superior merit in the Poor 



Ficiroi/. 

■More true fcliritv I ihall find , 

Wben th. ;e nrr joined, [To Fat. mil Xoj 

By forlunc I 

Bow pleaiing 

So happy to u 

Soch merit and i 

Norah. 

Ko fulure larrowa ran gricTC us, 

Itjou Hill pltMcIo forgive as i 

To each kind friend 

We lowly bend [CnrUi,.]— 
Yonr iiardon— nlih joy we're dcli£tite<. 

Palrick. 
With mj commlitioD, yet, deareit life! 
My charmiiifi wife .' 
Whea drum and fife 
Shall beat up tnannt. 
The pliindei „ 
In love juut Pool SoUtet ^wiCWbdLV 
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Kaihkne, 

Loye my petition has gnuitc4« 
I get the dear lad that I wmei| 

Less pleased with a dake* 

When good Father Lake 
To my own little Dermal ' 

Darhy. 

Toa impiideiit hniiy^ stft W*^ 
Of lOYe yon pnde, 
Bot hmrkee, Kate, 
Yoar dear little Ia4 
l¥m find that ^%wU 
Has got a 9ice-luck fa 



Father Lukg^ 



Now, Daiby, 
Ton merit 
lalovebift 




InmarfiaceHI 



TbederUaWto^ 
Foraeatflid 
Well both 
Myself aadai 
Next Saadftj al 
Aad these Witt ke 




rwMija*eMi,d^, 



» ^MH^^HI^ 







• •• • .T^ 
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FARMER. 

IN TWO ACT& 

nBlOmMEU AT THE 

THEATRE-ROTAL, COVENT-GARDEN. 



JOHN O'KEEFFE, Eio. 






Acf I. 



Total. Whal'a his name > 

Fair. I won't tell. 

Total. Me you may ! I'm Captain Valentine', 
sienarcl to be sure ; but I was placed here by hit 
ancle merely ait a ^uard over him ; and liarkee. Mi' 
Fairly, yoii know the Colonel, from being so long 
abroad, hasn't seen him since the height cit' a pen- 
case ; 1 told him though of hia deserting yuur daugh- 
ter, and all his profligate exploits ! Hes so much in- 
Censed that — here's a letter ia his own hand, com- 
tnamlitig my master lo resign every shilling's worth 
belonging lo him, without beat of drum this very 
evening to march out of his house yonder, and for the 
ftrat time appear before him on the parade, St James's 
Park, to-morrow morning. 

Fair. [IVitli joi/.] Then he's ruin'd ! ha, ha, ha ! 
good Captain Valentine ! Isn't that he [Loo/iing oul.\ 
cajoUtig aume simple country girl ? And his wife — > 
my poor child, Louiaa ! Oh I bow I should like to 
break his bones I but no aword or pistol work for 
me; no, I'll find the honest farmer that's to supersede 
him : I'll teach a captain to wrung u lawyer ! 

Enltr Valentine and Bettv BLACBUEuar. 



In goid and [lenrli ariay'd, 
All my weallfa h Iblne, 



• ' 
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The Dog-star heat Vd bear. 

And wioteKs piercing cold : 
Well pleased I'd toil for thee. 

At barrow, flail, or S|>adc ; 
Sweetest, do but love me, 

CharmiDg Tillage maid i 

This mom at early dawn 

I had a hedge rose wild, 
(Its sweets perfumed the lawn, 

*Twas sportive nature's child,) 
|dy lovely fair for thee. 

Transplanted from the glade i 
Sweetest, do but love me. 

Charming village maid ! 



Enter Fanner Blackberry wUh a Milking PaiL 
Farmer B. Where is thit daughter of mioe ? Ah ! 

Betty. I yowy yeor honoar, all these fine ihmgi 
should make me vastly conceited. 

Farmer B* Ah ! ha ! he woa't have much trouble 
to do that. [^Aside.] 

VaL My adorable angel 1 

Farmer B. IVe heard say fairies are good at it, bat 
now rU see an angel milk my covr. 

Betty, La, father, talk of a cow to a gentleman ! 

Farmer B. Yes, and I'll keep my heifer from a 
^ntleman. [Gives her thePaUt and puts her off^ 

Vai. Stop, farmer ! Yes, Fli propose— he dare not 
jrefiise his landlord. ^Aside.'] fifackberrv, I shall 
deal with you fair and open : your daughter Betty 
f>lea8e8 me; name any settlement, or V\\ sign a carte 
blanche. You know the world, and I ihu'e say under- 
stand me. 

Farmer B, Why, yes, sir, I think I do understand 
you. 

/^/ Pm incliDed to be your fiieivi— VN^tcsw^^:^^,, 
^tiog at borne, so your answer yi\\\ oV>\\^fe% 

9 



B Farmer B. Pray, air, did you ever feel Ihe weight 
of an English cudgel } 

Val. A what ! 

Famiiir B, Only a twig of oak like this, laid on 
with an old tough arm, pretty strong from labour, 
aud a heart stung by honeat reseiitmeat. 

Val. Why, fellow t 1 fancy you forget who you're 

Farmer B. Sir, you may yet be a parent; then 
you'll be capable of a father's feelings, at the cruel 
ofl'.'r to make him a party in the prostitution of his 

child. 

»AIR. 
Farmer Blackberry. 

Ere arnund the tiuge oak Ibat o'enhadnirs jon ni 

»The rend Ivy bnd (tared tn entwine, 
Ere IbC'Churrh vae a ruin Ihsl nods on Ihe hill, 
Oc a rouk built iier nest id the ^iae. 
CoDld I trace bacii the (ime, a mach earlier date. 
Since my forefalhera toil'd in this Geld ; 
And the fariD I dov hold ea ;our boDOur's ettale 
Ii tbE Eome thai wy gtaodfathcr till'd. 

He dying beqnenth'd (o bis srn a gond name, 

kWblch uuuillied detccnded tn me ; 
I'm my child I've |ite»rved il, unbtrmiBb'd * 
And il Btill from a spot eball go free. 



Val. Cudgel! A reptile sting! A weed dare to 

raise its insolent head, aud wag <le6ance in my face ! 

Total. {Advancing.] My good sir, bear your poor 

etewaj'd: instead of ill-will to the farmer, as a gentle* 

man you should cherish his spirit of a ycooian. ^ 

Fill. I hadn't a thoug\A c\aw™W4M\-j let^m^] 

. Tolal, Clown!— he.'aanian,»^ii*^Mltt«- ^^ 




Qt yoQ ofiered, your honour wmiUiil al iH suffer 
QakiDg him an apology. 

tL Apok^y ! DNem'd imperliiieiit this ! [dade,} 
I, will yoo take it. 

oiaL That I will, sir, and^ as an atooemenl* I sop- 
present him from yoo an acqaittance for his 
as this is qoarter day. 

iL A pretty proposal! hot ha* ha, ha! fit my 
" steward. [Aside,] Come, 111 write a few lines 
pology, yoo draw oot a receipt* I'll inclose it» 
yoo shall take it to him immediately— hut his 
lihter, my bonny Beti^-Total, can yoo blame 



AIR. 
Valatime* 

VoiMrerdcMrttketHni^bredfaio . 

Who thiae la artiicial beuty ; 
^er mUire ckaimiy withsal campaie* 

Claim all my lote, rapect, and daty. 

O my boony, booay Bet, sweet bkMsam ! 

Were 1 a kiog, &# pr4Mid to wear thee. 
From offtbe verdant coach l*d bear tbe^ 

To grace thy faithful lover *i boioaii 

Tet ask me where those beauties lie, 

I cannot say in smile or dimple. 
In blooming cheek or radiant eye, 

Tis happy natare, wild and simple, 

O my bonoy, bonny Bet, &c« 

Let dainty beans for ladies pine. 

And sigh in nomhers trite and common; 

Ye gods I one darling wish be roioe^ 
And all I ask is, lovely woman 1 

O my bonoy, bunny Bet, &c. 

'Come, dearest girl, the rosy bow\, 
Jjikc t/iy bright eye, with pleasute itACV^^ 

a2 



180 

■<"««• Farmer R ■•'"w. 

J" V^fha J • ^'"**'-' the ge/uSS^T" «fteryoi 
farmer JR i '^ wtb so temptiDfi; 

to you. ' '^°°"»««'' you „ot to let V 

'•"' hoth wait; ' ^"^ '•e torny , a 






T« hear . . 






]isi 
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So my vtry best curtsey I dropt him ; 

With an air then he took off his hat : 
He seem'd with my person enchanted, 
He iqueez*d my band — bow my heart panted. 
He askM for a kiss, and I granted, 

And pray now what harm was in that ? 

Says I, sir, for What do you take me. 
He swore a fine lady he'd make me, 
*' Ho^ dem him, he'd never forsake me,'* 

And then on his knee he flopp'd down* 
His handkerchief, la ! smelt so sweetly. 
His white teeth be shewM so completely. 
He managed the matter so neatly, 

I ne'er can be kiss'd by a down* 

• 

Enier Farmer Stubble. 

StulUe. Hey ! Betty ! my step«son your sweet* 
heart Jemmy^s without. 

Farmer B. What, Jemmy Jumps ! ecod now I'm 
happy. 

B^* Pray has London made him very like a gen- 
tleman? 

Stubble. Wasn't it for that« merely to please you, 
that I sent him there ? [Jbmmy sings ijoiihoui.'\ 

Farmer B. Here he comes, gay as a lark, fine as 
a butterfly, and merry as a cricket. 

Betty. Ay, here comes the London beau i 

Enter Jemmy Jumps, dressed in iJie extravagance of 

Fashion, 

Jemmi/. Gemmen, I'm yours I Mem, I'm your 
most— Dad, [Apart to Stubble,] hope you didn't 
tell them you had me 'prentice to a stay-maker in 
London ? 

Betty* Lud ! he looks quite rakish. [Admiring him,1 

Jemnnf. Betty Blackberry, my dear, I kiss your 
hand. 

Farmer B» Ecod, if you go no nigher, y 
must'stretch a long arm« 



186 TnvAnuB. acti. 

My beaveo art thoa, to take my m«1» 

With rapture every sense cntranciDj;. 

O my bomiyy bomiy Bet, &C ll£xev»i. 



SCENE II. — Farmer Blacrberev^s Ho««. 

Enter Farmer Blackberry and BErnr. 

Fartficr B. There — stay within doors, since you 
can't walk oat without having gentlemen after you. 

Betli^. La ! Father, the gentlemen are so temptiog, 
ha, tia, ha ! 

Farmer B. I command you not to let him qpeak 
to you. 

Beify. If a gentleman^s going to speak, wouldn't it 
be very rude in me to stop his mouth ? 

Farmer B, Then always get out of his way. 

Betty. That I certainly shall« if he's on horseback. 

Farmer B, Hussy ! couldn't you turn and walk 
from him ? 

Betty. So I (lid, and he turn'd and walk'd from me; 
but both walking on all round the field till we came 
to the opposite side, there we met face to face yoa 
know, and then — ha, ha, ha I oh precious 1 

AIR. 

Betty. 

To hear a sweet goldfinch's somiet. 
This morniDg 1 put on my bonnet. 
But scarce in the meadow, pies on it ! 

When the captain appeal 'd in my vieir* 
I felt an odd sort of sensation. 
My heart heat a strange palpitation, 
I blushed like a piiik or carnation, 

When, says he, *' My dear, how do you do ?'* 
The dickens thinks 1 here has popp'd himj 
1 thnueht to slip bv. but X stopp'd him. 
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So my vtry best curtsey I dropt him $ 
With an air then he took off his hat : 

He 8eem*d with my person enchanted, 

He iqueez*d my band — how my heart panted. 

He ask'd for a kiss, and I granted, 
And pray now what harm was in that ? 

Says I, sir, for What do you take me. 
He swore a fine lady he*d make me, 
** Ho^ dem him, he'd never forsake me/' 

And then on his knee he flopp'd down* 
His handkerchief, la ! smelt so sweetly. 
His white teeth he shewM so completely. 
He managed the matter so neatly, 

I ne*er can be kiss'd by a down* 
• 

Enier Farmer Stubble. 

StulUe^ Hey ! Betty ! my step«son your sweet* 
heart Jemmy^s without. 

Farmer B. What, Jemmy Jumps! ecod now Pm 
happy. 

B^* Pray has London made him very like a gen- 

tkman? 

Sivbbk, Wasn't it for that, merely to please you, 
that I sent him there ? [Jbmmy sings withoia.] 

Farmer B, Here he comes, gay as a lark, fine as 
a butterfly, and merry as a cricket 

Betty, Ay, here comes the London beau i 

Enter Jemmy Jumps, dressed in the extravagance of 

Fashion, 

Jemmy. Gemmen, I'm yours ! Mem, I'm your 
most— IDad, {^Apart to Stubble,] hope you didn't 
tell them you had me 'prentice to a stay-maker in 
London ? 

Betty. Lud ! he looks quite rakish. [Admiring him J\ 

Jemmy, Betty Blackberry, my dear, I kiss your 
hand. 

Farmer B* Ecod, if you go no nigher, yov 
must'stretch a long arm. 
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My beavtfD art thoa, to Uke my m«1» 
With raptare every sense entranciiiic* 

O my bomiyy bomiy Bet, &c. I'^ewtt* 



SCENE II. — Farmer Blacrberev^s House. 

Enter Fanner Blackberry and BErnr. 

Fanner B. There — stay within doors, since you 
can't walk out without having gentlemen after you. 

Betty. La ! Father, the gentlemen are so temptiog, 
ha, ha, ha ! 

Farmer B, I command you not to let him qpeak 
to you. 

Betty. If a gentleman's going to speak, wouldn't it 
be very rude in me to stop his mouth ? 

Farmer B. Then always get out of Jiis way. 

Betty. That I certainly shall, if he's on horseback. 

Farmer B, Hussy ! couldn't you turn and iwlk 
from him ? 

Betty. So I did, and he turn'd and walk'd from me; 
but both walking on all round the field till we came 
to the opposite side, there we met face to face you 
know, and then — ha, ha, ha I oh precious I 

AIR, 

Betty. 

To hear a sweet goldfinch's somiet. 
This morning 1 put on my bonnet. 
Bat scarce In the meadow, pies on it f 

When the captain appeal 'd in my vieir* 
I felt an odd sort of sensation. 
My heart heat a strange palpitation, 
I blushed like a piiik or carnation, 

When, says he, *» My dear, how do you do V* 
The dickens thinks 1 here has popped himj 
1 thought to slip bv. but X stopp'd him. 
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So my wry best curtsey I dropt him ; 

With an air then he took off his hat : 
He seem'd with my person enchanted, 
He iqueez*d my band — bow my heart panted. 
He askM for a kiss, and I granted, 

And pray now what harm was in that ? 

Says I, sir, for Wliat do you take me. 
He swore a fine lady he'd make me, 
*' HOf dem him, he'd never forsake me," 

And then on hit knee he flopp'd down* 
His handkerchief, la ! smelt so sweetly. 
His white teeth he shewM so completely. 
He managed the matter so neatly, 

I ne'er can be kiss'd by a clown* 
• 

Enter Farmer Stubble* 

Stuhhle, Hey ! Betty ! my step«son your sweet* 
heart Jemmy^s without. 

Farmer B. Wiiat, Jemmy Jumps ! ecod now Pm 
happy. 

B^ty* Pray has London made him very like a gen- 
tlefio^an? 

Siubbk. Wasn't it for that, merely to please you, 
that I sent him there ? [Jbmmy sings toithotu.] 

Farmer B, Here he comes, gay as a lark, fine as 
a butterfly, and merry as a cricket 

Beity. Ay, here comes the London beau 1 

Enter Jemmy Jumps, dressed in the extravagance of 

Fashion, 

Jemmy. Gemmen, I'm yours ! Mem, I'm your 
most— Dad, {^Apart to Stubble,] hope you didn't 
tell them you had me 'prentice to a stay-maker in 
London ? 

Betty. Lud ! he looks quite rakish. [Admiring himJ\ 

Jemmy. Betty Blackberry, my dear, I kiss your 
hand. 

Farmer B» Ecod, if you go no nigher, ypi 
must'stretch a long arm. 
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My beaveo art thoa, to Ukemy 8mI» 
With rapture every sense entranclqic* 

O my bonnyy bonoy Bet, &c« ["^euMt, 



SCENE II. — Farmer Blacrberbt's House. 

Enter Fanner Blackbebbt and Betit. 

Fantker B. There — stay within doors, since you 
can't walk out without having gentlemen after you. 

Betti/, La ! Father, the gentlemen are so temptiog, 
ha, ha, ha ! 

Farmer B, I command you not to let him speak 
to you. 

Betty. If a gentleman's going to speaks wouldn't it 
be very rude in me to stop his mouth ? 

Farmer B. Then always g€?t out of Jiis way. 

Betty. That I certainly shall, if he's on horseback* 

Farmer B, Hussy ! couldn't you turn and walk 
from him ? 

Betty. So I (lid, and he turn'd and walk'd from me; 
but both walking on all round the field till we came 
to the opposite side, there we met face to face you 
know, and then — ha, ha> ha I oh precious 1 

AIR. 

Betty. 

To hear a sweet goldfinch's sonnet. 
This morning 1 put on my bonnet, 
But scarce In the meadow, pies on it ! 

When the captain appeai'd in my view* 
I felt an odd sort of sensation. 
My heart heat a strange palpitation, 
I blushed like a piiik or carnation, 

When, says he, ** My dear, how do you do V* 
The dickens thinks 1 here has popped hhoj 
1 thought to slip bv. hut X fitopp'd him. 
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So my yftry best curtsey I dropt him ; 

With an air then he took off his hat : 
He seem'd with my person eocbanted, 
He iqaeez*d my hand — bow my heart panted. 
He ask'd for a kiss, and I granted, 

And pray now what harm was in that ? 

Says I, sir, for Wliat do you take me. 
He swore a fine lady he'd make me, 
*' Ho^ dem him, he'd never forsake me," 

And then on his knee he flopp'd down* 
His handkerchief, la ! smelt so sweetly. 
His white teeth he shewM so completely. 
He managed the matter so neatly, 

I ne'er can be kiss'd by a down* 

Enter Farmer Stubbls. 

Stuhhle» Hey! Betty ! my step«son your sweet* 
heart Jemmy^s without. 

Farmer B. What, Jemmy Jumps! ecod now Pm 
happy. 

B^ty* Pray has London made him very like a gen- 
tlej^an? 

Stubble. Wasn't it for that« merely to please you, 
that I sent him there ? [Jbmmy sings xioithout.'\ 

Farmer B. Here he comes, gay as a lark, fine as 
a butterfly, and merry as a cricket 

Beiti^, Ay, here comes the London beau i 

Enter Jemmy Jumps, dressed in iJie extravagance of 

Fashion, 

Jemmy. Gemmen, Fm yours ! Mem, Tm your 
most— Dad, [Apart to Stubble,] hope you didn't 
tell them you had me 'prentice to a stay-maker in 
London ? 

Betty. Lud ! he looks quite rakish. [Admiring him J\ 

Jemmy. Betty Blackberry, my dear, I kiss your 
hand. 

Fdrmer B, Ecod, if you go no nigher, yo 
must'stretch a long arm. 



186 TnvAnuB. acti. 

My beaveo art thoa, to take my smI, 
With rapture every leiise entranciiiic* 

O my bomiy, bomiy Bet, &c« [Steua/* 



SCENE IL— Farmer Blacrbersv^s House. 

Enter Farmer Blackberry and Betit. 

Famter B. There — stay within doors, since you 
can't walk out without having gentlemen after you. 
Betti/, La ! Father, the gentlemen are so tempting^ 

ha, ha, ha ! . * u 

Farmer B, I command you not to let him qpcak 
to you. 

Betty. If a gentleman's going to speaks wouldn't it 
be very rude in me to stop his mouth ? 

Farmer B, Then always g€?t out of his way. 

Betti/. That I certainly shall, if he's on horseback. 

Farmer B, Hussy 5 couldn't you turn and walk 
from him ? 

Bcttt/. So I did, and he turn'd and walked from me; 
but both walking on all round the field till we came 
to the opposite side, there we met face to face you 
know, and then — ha, ha, ha I oh precious 1 

AIR. 

Betiy. 

To hear a sweet goldfioch's somiet. 
This morning 1 put on my bonnet, 
But scarce in the meadow, pies on it ! 

When the captain appeal 'd in my vieir* 
I felt an odd sort of sensation. 
My heart beat a strange palpitation, 
I blushed like a piiik or carnation, 

When, says he, *' My dear, how do you do ?*' 
The dickens thinks 1 here has popped hhOj 
1 thought to slip bY. but X stopp'd him. 
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So my W17 best curtsey I dropt him ; 

With an air then he took off his hat : 
He seemM with my person enchanted, 
He iqaeez*d my band — how my heart panted. 
He ask^d for a kiss, and I granted, 

And pray now what harm was in that ? 

Says I, sir, for What do you take me. 
He swore a fine lady he'd make me, 
*' HOf dem him, he'd never forsake me," 

And then on his knee he flopp'd down* 
His handkerchief, la ! smelt so sweetly. 
His white teeth he shewM so completely. 
He managed the matter so neatly, 

I ne'er can be kiss'd by a down* 

Enter Farmer Stubble. 

StulUe, Hey I Betty ! my step«son your sweet* 
heart Jemmy^s without. 

Farmer B. What, Jemmy Jumps! ecod now Pm 
happy. 

B^* Pray has London made him very like a gen- 
tleman? 

Siubbk. Wasn't it for \haX, merely to please you, 
that I sent him there ? [Jbmmy sings toitkoia.] 

Farmer B, Here he comes, gay as a lark, fine as 
a butterfly, and merry as a cricket 

Betty. Ay, here comes the London beau i 

Enter Jemmy Jumps, dressed in ifie extravagance of 

' Fashion. 

Jemmy. Gemmen, I'm yours ! Mem, I'm your 
most— Dad, {^Apart to Stubble,] hope you didn't 
tell them you had me 'prentice to a stay-maker in 
London ? 

Betty. Lud ! he looks quite rakish. [Admiring him.'] 

Jemnnf. Betty Blackberry, my dear, I kiss your 
hand. 

Farmer B. Ecod, if you go no nigher, yop 
must'stretch a long arm. 



186 THUAnCBB. ACTl. 

My beaveo art thoa, to take my m«1» 
With rapture every sense entrancliyc* 

O my bomiyy bomiy Bet, &€• [Dfeua/* 



SCENE II. — Farmer Blackberev^s House. 

Enter Farmer Blackberry and Betit. 

Farmer B. There — stay within doors, since you 
can't walk out without having gentlemen after you. 
Betti/. La ! Father, the gentlemen are so temptiogi 
ha, ha, ha ! 

Farmer B, I command you not to let him qpcak 
to you. 

Betty. If a gentleman's going to speak, wouldn't it 
be very rude in me to stop his mouth ? 

Farmer B, Then always get out of his way. 
Befti/. That I certainly shall, if he's on horseback. 
Farmer B, Hussy ! couldn't you turn and walk 
from him ? 

Bctt^, ^o I did, and he turn'd and walkM from me; 
but both walking on all round the field till we came 
to the opposite side, there we met face to fece yOQ 
know, and then — ha, ha, ha 1 oh precious I 

AIR. 

Betiy. 

To hear a sweet goldfinch's somiet. 
This morning 1 put on my bonnet, 
Bat scarce in the meadow, pies on it ! 

When the captain appeai'd in my view* 
I felt an odd sort of sensation. 
My heart heat a strange palpitation, 
I blush'd like a piiik or carnation, , 

When, says he, ** My dear, how do you do* 
The dickens thmks 1 here has popp'd him, 
1 thought to slip by, but X fitopp'd him. 
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So my wry best curtsey I dropt him ; 

With an air thea he took off his hat : 
He seemM with my person enchanted, 
He iqaeez*d my band— how my heart panted. 
He ask^d for a kiss, and I granted, 

And pray now what harm was in that ? 

Says I, sir, for What do you take me. 

He swore a fine lady he*d make me, ^ 

** Ho^ dem him, he'd never forsake me," 

And then on his knee he floppM down* 
His handkerchief, la ! smelt so sweetly. 
His white teeth he shewM so completely. 
He managed the matter so neatly, 

I ne'er can be kiss'd by a clown* 
• 

Enter Farmer Stubbls. 

ilUcm Hey ! Betty ! my step«son your sweet* 

Jemmy^s without. 

rmer B. What, Jemmy Jumps! ecod now Pm 

y- 

%• Pray has London made him very like a gen- 

m? 

ubbk. Wasn't it for that, merely to please you, 

[ sent him there ? [Jbmmy sings withoia.] 

imier B, Here he comes, gay as a lark, fine as 

<terfly, and merry as a cricket 

Htif. Ay, here comes the London beau i 

r Jemmy Jumps, dressed in ifie extravagance of 

Fashion, 

mnw. Gemmen, Pm yours ! Mem, Pm your 
—Dad, [Apart to Stubble,] hope you didn't 
them you had me 'prentice to a stay-maker in 
Ion ? 

Hty. Lud ! he looks quite rakish. [Admiring him.l 
mitm/. Betty Blackberry, my dear, I kiss your 

armer B, Ecod, if you go no nigher, yp^ 
t stretch a long arm. 



186 TnyAMBB. ACTl. 

My beaveo art thoa, to Uke my m«1» 

With rapture every sense entrancim^ 

O my bonny, bonoy Bet, &c« [Dfeuii/. 



SCENE II. — Farmer Blackberev^s Horn. 

Enter Farmer Blackberry and Betit. 

Farmer B. There — stay within doors, since you 
can't walk oat without having gentlemen after you. 
Betti/. La ! Father, the gentlemen are so tempting^ 
ha, ha, ha ! 

Farmer B. 1 command you not to let him qpcak 
to you. 

Beity. If a gentleman's going to speak, wouldn't it 
be very rude in me to stop his mouth ? 

Farmer B. Then always get out of his way. 
Betty. That I certainly shall, if he's on horseback. 
Farmer B, Hussy ! couldn't you turn and waft 
from him ? 

Betty, So I did, and he turn'd and walkM from me; 
but both walking on all round the field till we came 
to the opposite side, there we met face to fece yOQ 
know, and then — ha, ha, ha I oh precious 1 

AIR. 

Betty. 

To hear a sweet goldfinch's sonnet. 
This morning 1 put on my bonnet, 
Bat scarce ia the meadow, pies on it ! 

When the captain appealed in my Tiew* 
I felt an odd sort of sensation. 
My heart l)eat a strange palpitation, 
I blush'd like a piiik or carnation, ,, 

When, says he, ** My dear, how do you Ao •' 
The dickens thinks 1 here has popp'd him, 
1 thought to slip by, bat X stopp'd him. 



:BN£I1. thbvarmib. 1S7 

So my vtry best curtsey I dropt him i 
With ao air then he took off his hat : 

He seem'd with my person enchanted, 

He squeez'd my hand— bow my heart panted. 

He ask'd for a Iliss, and I granted, 
And pray now what harm was in that } 

Says I, sir, for What do you tale me. 
He swore a fine iady he'd make me, 
** No, dem him, he'd never forsake me," 

And tlien on his knee he flopp'd down* 
His handkerchief, la ! smelt so sweetly. 
His white teeth he shew VI so completely^ 
He managed the matter so neatly, 

I ne'er can be kiss'd by a clown. 

Enter Farmer Stubble. 

I^uhble* Hey ! Betty ! - my step*son your sweet-^ 
heart Jemmy's without. 

Farmer B. What, Jemmy Jumps! ecod now Pm 
happy. 

B^. Pray has London made him very lilce a gen- 
tleman? 

. Siubble. Wasn't it for that, merely to please you, 
ibat I seut him there ? [Jemmy sings withota,] 

Farmer B, Here he comes, gay as a lark, fine as 
a butterfly, and merry as a cricket 

Betty. Ay, here comes the London beau ! 

■Bi/er Jemmy Jumps, dressed in the extravagance of 

• Fashion, 

Jemmy. Gemmen, Fm yours ! Mem, I'm your 
most— Dad, [Apart to Stubble,] hope you didn't 
^U them you had me 'prentice to a stay-maker in 
London ? 

Betty. Lud ! he looks quite rakish. [Admiring him.l 

Jemnnf. Betty Blackberry, my dear, I kiss your 
band. 

Farmer B. Ecod, if you go no nigher, your d^'*- 
^uststretch a long arm. 



I 



THE yARMER. 

My hcBven atl tboo, to lake my son). 

With raplurp e»prj leatt cnlranclog 

O TD}' boany, bonii]' Det, &c. 



SCENE II. — Farmer Blackberry's House. ^M 
Enter Farmer Bl^ckberbv and Bettt. ^H 

Farmer B. There — slay within ilctorB, since you 
can't walk out without having gentlemen after you. 

Beltj/. La ! I'ather. the gtintlemen are so tentptbg, 
ha, ha, iia ! 

Farmer B. I command you not to let him ipeak 
to you. 

Belly, If a gentleman's going to speak, wouldn't it 
be very rude in me to atop his mouth ? 

Farmer B. Then always get out of his way. 

Belly. That I certainly shall, if he's on horseback. 

Farmer B. Hussy ! couldn't you turn and walk 
from him i 

Betty. ?o I did, and he turti'd and walk'd from me; 
but lioth walking on all round the field till we came 
to the opposite side, there ive met face to face you 
know, and then — ha, ha, ba I oh precious ! ^H 



Bety. 

T0 hcnr a sncci galdGach'ii sonnet. 
This pinrniiig I pul np my baonel, 
But scarce in the meadow, pies or it ! 

When tlie caplain appeai'd in my *leir> 
IfcltBunddiorl ofeeiuaiiDn, 
Wj hfan heat n ttranjfe palpilalioo, 
I LiIuBh'd like a pink or carnation, 

Wlieu.wji Ik, '■ II5 4ta\,\Uf« &d-^cw. . 
The dlckeni thinks IbBieVnb^av^'&XATn, 
I lboughtto»\iplii,bavmQ\!\)'&teiB| 



1 



So mj Tcrj bcM curtse]i t dropt bim; 

With tiD air thrn he took off hEi hat : 
Be Kem'd nith my pETsou tuclmnird, 
Heiqufez'd my hand — bon ny heart panted. 
He uk'd Tor a kiss, and 1 (ranted. 

And pray now nbat harm wiu in that ) 

Says I, >ir, far nbat da you take me. 

He Bwore a fine lady he'd make me, 

" Mo, dem him, he'd never foriake me," 

And then on hit knee he dapp'd dowB. 
Ilia baadkerchief, la I ameli aa iwcelly. 
Tli9 white Ueth he ihew'd so complelcly, 
He mauaged llie mailer to neally, 

I ae'er can be kbi'd by a cloon- 

EiUer Farmer Studbib. 



'IMe. Hey ! Betty ! my step-son your f 
heart Jemmy's without. 

Farmer B. What, Jemmy Jamp>l ccvd now I'M 
happy. 

Bett^. Pray has Loodon made bim yery like a 

Stubble. Wasn't it for that, merely in pleaM ym^ 
that I s«Dt him there i [Jemxv iirig* viilliota.\ 

Farmer B. Here be comes, gay u a lark, fino 
a buUerlly, and merry as a cricket. 

Betty. Ay, here comes the IxindoD beau I 



Jtmmy, Gemmen, I'm yours ! Mem, I'm your 
most— Dad, [Apart to Stubklr,] bo[>e you didn't 
lell them you had me 'prentice to a stay-maker iu 
Loudon ? 

Belly. Lud ! be looks quite rakish, (^(/mtri'n^/i/ffi,] 

Jemmy. Betty Blackberry, my dear, I kiss yoHf - 
haud. 

Farmers. Ecod, if you go no n\^\\M,'5««^ 
ptnstsueich a iong hiau 



II London saying and doing 



THE 

Btltr/. Why that was only compliment, what thay 
say in London. 

Farmer B. Oh, then, 
are two thin go. 

Siulblc. But, Jemmy, here's neighbour Black- 
berry - 

Jemna/, Eh ! ah 1 [Looking at Farmer B. through 
a fiat €,,e-gla^.i 

Farmer B. Oh. ho! ITakes out a lar^ Keif, and 
looks at Jeuht.) 

Betty. Oh, Jemmy, you can t^ell ub all the new 
fashions in tows \ 

Farmer B- Ah, what price does corn bring at tbl 
London market? ' 

Jemmy. Corn ! 

Farmer B. How are loata ? 

Jenimy. Ask my ponies. Oats! think I'm from 
Bear quay f I'm a gentleman of— ha, ha, ha ! — Ca- 
naille! 

Betty. Indeed, father, you ask such uncouth ques- 
tions. — Pray, Jemmy, what makes you a geotleman } 

Jemmy. My share in a Pharaoh bank, my boot* 
to fling over the beaches in the play-houses ; a glass 
to squint at a Tace not six inches frOm mine ; my nag 
to kick up a dust in Rotten-row; short waistcoat, 
long breeches, two watches, twenty-inch cane, um- 
breTla-hat, chin beau-dash, and shoe-stri 

AH. Ha, ba, ha ! 

AIR. 

Jemmy Jimipi 

Laok, dear Ma'am, I'm quite Ibe thli 

JVallbut hpy, lip 

my ebac I wear aslriii 

1'ird in a black 

Cards and dire I'le manst 

drike, jet kcr? n Autli, 

yhoufih not max'iV-.t \'m n\.«tt. 

Laatlienim Bna^^i ^"i^ 



% 





II. THE FAUIEK. 

Somelimci I moDoi > uuri cockade, 

PnppiduiD be J, MniUledoD hO( 

From Hjde taik lo Ite Parade, 
Cockymacar} k»j ; 

A> I paA a HDlrt-tiai, 

Soldien ml Iheir bright Gretocki, 

Each aboDl bi« miukei knocks, 
KatUediuD ilap to me. 

KMIco Row. m j SDodaj' tide, 

TiDttleduro bej, tambie off O! 

Fooe;, efsbteen peoce a-»lde. 

Windfall, glandemm bo t 

Cricket I famed Lonipej dick. 

Saddles inoucb Mradoza lick, 

tTptoaUt'mJnstthekick, 

AUemaode (apenim toe. 

Setly. Oh, Lord ! he's qaite rakish! [Enraptttr^} 

Stubbie. Then, Jemoiy, I tvarraat on your going 
to Loadou you soon got i^ stain into geollemen^ 
compRDy ? 

Farmer B. Ay. and I nrarraat you he soon got down 
Stairs out of gendemen's compauy, ha, ha, ha ! 

[JV/aiirig a viotioa vnlh hU Foot.J 

Jctmt^. Sir, Ibelonged lo a coterie. 

Batif. La ! nbat's a coterie i 

Jemmy. Ma'am, it's a club, a thing we estab)ish*4i 
^-fitted up a house in style— select— 'to be by otii> 
wives for the purpose of piay. 

Farmer B. Oh, then there was a gang of you ? 

Jemmy. Gang! Whai, do you caU i Parly- 
Men of fashion — deep play — Ega.d the rouleaus flew 
about like shuttle-<:ucks. 

Betty. And what's a rouleau ? 

Jemmy. A parcel of— ~shi Hi Dg»— neatly rolled 

Farmer B. Ay, like a pennyworth of tobacco, [ 
suppose ? 
Jemmy. Tobacco! 'gad, urt JQU ft<l^\lOs«^.Vl&Al• 
^Rn^— wjbac— eh ? 



I 
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THE FARMER. 



SliihbU, And, Jemmy, who was of youi" party ? 

Jemmy. I and Sir Bruin Vickery, Marquis Delplni, 
Colonel Pimlico, and mv Lord Piccadilly. 

AU. Ha, ha. ha ! 

Jemmi/. [Apart to Stubblb.] Must bounce a iilllt; 
Betty's so uppish — likely wouldn't have me else. 

Fanner B. Kight, neighbour; we'll have Betty and 

Jemmy married this very night — then she'll lie out 

of the way of this wicked devil of a landlord, [/iade.] 

[Pipe and Tnbor tuil/ieut-] — True, we have won our 

crickeMnatch to-day, tlie lads and lasses are all Id 

such high glee, so your wedding shall add to the^^^ 

^ of the dayj ha, ba, ha ! .^^1 

K lExcutU aU but Jeuut Jn^^J 

Enter Molly Maybusit. ^| 

MaUy. Jemmy, you sha'n't marry Betty Black- 
berry — you know ai'ore you went up to London, yuo 
was book-sworn to me, 

Jemmi/. IwentaclowD, and I'm come home a gem- 
man. 

MoUt/. I'm sure all the dift'erence I see is, tliat 
going you had brown hair, a round fai;e, and an ho- 
tieat heart ; and you've come home with a white head, 
lank cheeks, and an ill-natured soul. 

Jemmy, As to the hair and face — and head^l'ni 
just the — tippy ; and as to soul — that is with us 
gents, like our honour, a thing we know nothing 
about, only to swear by ; as " 'pon my soul, sir !" — 
" 'pon my honour, mem !"— just as you country folks 
say, " oddsbodikinsl" — " gadzookersl" and " by 
" the living jingo!" 

Moll//. For sarlin my father can't leave me quite 
GO well as Betty ; we ha'n't so much corn in our ff-i- 
nary, but I've ten times as much love in ni 
Jemmy. 

Jemmy, Pipipg tor rat, 'KioW^.'w— ^« w 



SCmS 11. THE FASMBl. 1^1 

Molly, But your promise 

Jemmy. Keep a promise ! What do you take me 
for? 

MoUy^ Did I think you ever could forget the day 
you leu our village ? Don't you remember as you 
VI ere stepping on the coach-roof, as I stood crying* 
30a with one foot on the little wheel* and t'other just 
en the boot; your right hand you stretched to the 
coachman, and your left as I held in mine* washing 
it with my tears, the postman at that moment sound- 
ing his horn > Gee ! op ! says the coachman* and I 
poon lost sight of my Jemmy ! 

Jemmy. I protest I've such an absence of mind- 
that— 

Molly. You must remember your promise to marry 
nic— you can't forget the born ! 

Jemmy. Horn ? A damn'd odd marriage memo- 
landum you've hit upon* Molly. [Exit. 

Molly. Ob* Jemmy I 

AIR. 

Molly Mayhmh. 

Jtf y daddy, 0| was very good* 

To make me fine he spared do pelf* 
And scrape up money all he coold* 

He'd give it to my boony self. 

My handsome cap from Dover came* 
Some thought from France, so gay Kq see. 

Though sigh'd for by each maid and dame* 
'Tvras not my cap was dear to me. * 



80 softly, O, to yonder grove. 

The mooii so kind the while did blink, 
I stole to meet my own true love. 

Yet 00 false love I fell to think. 



X 



t\\t rusiliog leaves increase my fears* 

A footstep iails .' who can \X be ? 
^*»J»>'» Mij' Jemmy bow appears. 
And be alouc was dear to uje, \;^xvW 



192 THE FABMEB* ACT L 



SCENE IIL— '/I Green btfore Farmer Blackberry's 

House, — Music withcmi* . 

Enter Farmer Blackberry and Jebimt Jump^ 

Farmer B* Ah ^ ha ! featly done ! Jemmy, why 
don't you take a dance I 

Jenvmy^ Me sport a toe among such clodhoppers ! 
Ah ! ha ! dance away my Vestris and Vetcheli'a ! 

Farmer B, Well, my boy, you shall have Betty ; 
— then no fear of our Squire. [^«kfe.]— Hey ! wbit 
can his steward want ? [Looking out] 

Enter Total. 

TotaL My master is now sorry. Farmer, for the 
affront he offered you, and requests you'll aco^ 
here enclosed a receipt and full acquittance for your 
fjuarter's rent, 

t/emmy. Something towards Betty's portion !-— 

lAiide. 

Enter Rundy. 

Rundy, Why, Lord ! Fanner, the 'Squire's men are 
got driving your cattle away, and they say it's for 
your rent. 
Total What! 

Farmer B, On quarter-day — this his receipt ! 
Total. Oh ! some mistalse of that scoundrel the 
bailiff! — Farmer, open that — or here, you young fel- 
low, [To Jemmy] read aloud that paper, if your 
scholarship reaches so far. 

[Gives the Letter exultingfy.] 
Jemmy. Scholarship! 

[Conceited^ — opens and retub.} 
** For golden grain I bring you chai!^ 
" So, neighbours, at the bearer laugh l** 
Hi}f ha, ha ! [Looking at ToiM^^ Ww d'^Q like my 
6ci o/arship ? |^Bcad«,"i 



IIU THS FAVMSIU IPD 

«* If Uu8 ibr quarter's rent vron't pnui, 
«* Why then the reader is-* 
Randy. [Hlio had been looking over hipt, read»»] 
^ An Ass''—- ha» ha, ha ! [Looking at Jemmy.J 
Farmer B. Does he make a jest of his cruelty f 
TotaL And me the tool— be assured* VvLtrnvr, hi* 
uicle will do you justice ; the captain won't be long 
a landlord. [Walhi^,] 

Enter Betty BLACKUiaav, 

Bef^. Oh» father I father! yonder ttiey'ttre, diU 
Ting away all our cattle. 

Farmer B. Jemmy* I must borrow this rent Umu 
llie portion I thought to pay down with Ji«t4y« 

Jemtmf* Eh! 

Farmer B. I say* Jemmy* I must bornm this rru* 
from the portion I thought to jpay you down witli tklty. 

Jemmy, Borrowl eh! 'odso !— it Uup^tatw m uii- 
Indcy^ but 1 now remember 1 profiiis^^ W rif«iry 
Molly Maybush* and dtniMd^s %t%Ay, \E;iH tmt^/n^, 

Betty* There now* if Jemmy lia'nH ^4Ht^. ii'Mu m^ ' 

Farmer B, And a good riddance; of tuM.U » ¥^f4if^ 
rascal : but there's your London (^/nikiiiuti ( 

Enter Vmuly, 

Fair. Ay, this should Ik- tin; ^Hf*i^, m»4 y^ ii^ 
master; let's see my instru< tk^is, \Peru$e0 a l^tip^^A 
—Blackberry — mothtr^s nant^;— y«(«^ I k^/^ tiM«> 
my search is at an cud — Y<yur %\%\%%$^ %% H*fWi^f*^ty, 
your mother wus nitcc to Ji^Jwaird 'I mmU#v^* i>^ 

Beity, Yen, iir, we itute Lad Vj-4tf«;« m'/m# Iw^#'»/ 

Farmer B. Ay* but i n«:ir^r kiM-w <►>#/ |)v^ *'»''*/ 
bat to make you <^*HiiiM'fSMf\» 

Fair. 1 have author i*y W «.'*/;<« y/*', "»-'' *'/ *'••' 
descent, you're likely v/'/ti ^/ i/*: o*^* v » '/I iO,«* #a# / 
lands from wheix;« ^{/ui <i<i'>> r**^ •*•!*/<*- Vi| j»t -* 
northlesg isudlofd* 
rot, lu I* 
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Total. Eh! what! Mr Fairly, is thw true 
mer, are you really related to Colonel Dormont i 

Farmrr B. Wby, I did hear of sume relation llat 
made a huge furtune in America by army contracts, 
or so, but r know nought abaut'u. 

Fair, To prove your affinity to llie Colonel, and 
iiear what he intends, you must go to London; ay, 
and appear in spkndour as his adopted heir ; 1*11 
have such a triumphant revenge oo that puppy your 
master for Lib usage to my poor Louisa. (Tb Total.] 

Total. But had we not belter first apprize the Co- 

FaiT. What d'ye talk ? I'm a person of property, 
and if he disapproves of what I've done, let my pock- 

Total. Well, since you're resolved, I'U instantly 
deliver to my master the Colooel's letter of dismis- 
sion — take charge of every thing yonder, and if you'll 
undertake to g«t the fanner and his family to town, 
I transfer to them my duty of steward, and shall be 
there in time to have lodgings prepared for their re- 

Fair. My good fellow ! 

Farmer B. I live in town, 'mongst smoke, Doue, 
and back-bitings ! no, no, no. 

Fair. And instead of Blackberry, you must lake 
the name of Timberlop ! 

Total. But, Farmer, why didn't you acquaint the 
Colonel with your distress? 

Farmer B. Distress 1 never knew before to-day; 
so 1 uever thought of brushing up a grand relation- 
ship foe sake of a dinner or so, while here I could en- 
joy my bomely meal with the sweet sauce of indc 
pendeuce ; but come in and rake a bit of mutton over 
a glass of my home-brewed — we'll hear this story, and 
before I torn a gentleman, you shall see what s jolb 
iiiHuvr fa an En^iWshiannfc!. ^G/ra 
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Betty. To London ! — yei — inttead of Betty Black- 
l^erry, I shall be Miss Efiza Timbertop. 

Enter Jemmt Jumps. 

Jemmy. [Atide.] Old Blackberry fafl'n into this 
koQse ! and great fortune ! Oh, I must tack about. 

Betty. Yes, we shall hare a coach. 

Jenmiy. A coach \ [Aside,] 

Betty, Precious ! 1 shall be so taUy this simsmer ; 
round my neck V\i have a charming thick barcek>oa 
handkerchief, with a beautiful double gaoze one orer 
k ; a marsella quilted petticoat, stout and while as a 
counterpane; over thai a rich padaasoy gown that 
shall stand an end ; and oyer that again, my choice 
long sattin cardinal, furr'd with cat's skin. 

Jemmy. [Aside.] A cool summer's dress f 

Betty, In my calimanco shoes, I'll hare tacb a 
thumping pair of silver buckles, and in my pink hat, 
a bunch of cherry -coloured ribbon I 

Jemna^ Ha! my Betty — I'm come to wish yon 
joy! 

Betty, Joy ? oh, the bellman. 

Jemmy. Bellman ! my dear, your own Jemmy 
* Jumps. 
• BieUy. Jumps ^ now what is this person talking 
abont? 

Jemmy, Hera ! Mem ! may I presume to beg— 
- Betiy. Beg I I havn't got no small change ! 

\^Exit stately ami affected. 

Jemmy. [Whistles,] Beg ! — small chai»(;e \ take me 
for a beggarman ! Yes, I must tack about again— 
MoNy Maybudh — she's a hundred pounder— -that, 
md a little credit at Manchester, open a smart shop 
^— yes, get to town and buckle to business— £h, 
here's Molly : how rgoiced she'll be at my coming 
/back to her J 



19Q TOlVAlttUlU ACr«U 

Scene changcse^Bnier Moiur Matbuih aai EinniTi 

Rundg. And^ MoUy« ben't joa ashamed to leate 
such a true loTioff boy as I be ? 

MoBjf. Yesy 1 now see Jemmy courted me. aO 
along onljr for the locre of gain i Yonder be u^ Ms 
laugh at him«-I11 |»eten<| not to see him. 

Jemmy. Your most devoted, lovely MuUy J iBoutf.] 
Bundy, what brings ^on here ? [Ft^/vdHEy.] 

Bm^. To see a litde fin^ sir. 

•Jemmff. Font 

Mdfy. Ha,ha»ha! 

JRf0MJ|!L Ha* ha» ha f 

[7%y dOMd m each mie tfimk} 

Jemmjf. Mblkj I left yon ciying. Methiaks I find 
you wondnws nisky. 

Molh. Yes, sir. [CurUki.] 

RunSy* Yes, sir. [Bowg.] 

Jemmy. Amazing d?il! 

Mottwm Rund;^> sore this is a gentleman ! 

Runay, Is it, indeed i 

Molhf. Oh, yes, for his soul is only a thing to 
swear by, aiu ^ 'pon my sou), sir l**— ^ 'pon my bo* 
nour, mem!"«*ju8t as us countiy folks might say 
** oddsbodildns I''— and ^ by the living jingo T' Hi^ 
ha,, ha ! 

Rwkfy. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Jemmy. [Disconceried.] Ha, ha, hal again, if 
that's wlmt you'i^e both for ; indeed, Molly, as second 
thoughts are best^ Til return to my firct deMg^, and 
have you. 

Molly, No, sir; sure you won'dn't be so good f 

[ImikaOyA 

Jemmy. Do you think Pd break my engagement! 
Molly, I claim your promise. 

Molfy. ** I keep a promifiit I what d'ye tahp W^ 

Rundy. What d'ye lake \x*ioi\ 
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Jemmy. 

If e>r wemeet 
In London street^ 
1*11 honour you with, bow d*ye do» 

A fig for you and your how d*ye do* 

Molly. 
That for you aiid your bow dy'e do. 

[Exeunt^ 



ACT IL 

SCENE I.^— Louisa's Lodgings in London. 
Enler Total and Landlady. 

Total. The apartments, ma'am, are for a family 
from the country. 

Land, Well, sir, the lady here moves to-day to her 
own house in Kent ; — will you please to see the other 
rooms, sir ? 

Total. Ma'am. [Exit,followmg Landlady. 

Enter Louisa. 

AIR. 

Louisa, 

"Winds, softly tell my love 
You have brought home his dove. 
Say poor Louisa flies to her mate { 
Smooth was the ocean, 
And swift was our motion, 
]Ie was my haven, and absence my fate* 

Yet the lambs %Vta^\iv^, 
Through tYke meaAs ^\3i^\n^. 

Cropping mVd aovtj^ oti VJ^^i '^xwA^vt.^ \k\\\^\ 
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Joys surround ipg;, 
Sportinj^, boundiogTy 
Nor on foud >'hilis tlie wanton will think. 
Winds, softly tell, &c. 

Total. [Without.] They'll do exceedingly well, 
ma'am ; but — [Enters.] I must apologise to this lady 
for my intrusiou before she bad given up her apart- 
ments. [Bows.] 

Louisom Sir. \ Curtsies.] 

[A loud knocking wiilwut. 

Total. Hey ! they are here ! 'Squire Timbertop 
and his whol^ family ! 

Fair. [Without.] Then Mr Total is here ? 

Louisa. Heavens! ray father! 

Total. What ! Mr Fairly, madam I 

Louisa. Oh, sir ! shut the door ! I*m lost if he sees 
me. 

Total. Then, madam, I presume you are Mrs Va- 
lentine ? 

Louisa. Sir, since you know me Dear sir, I 

dare not see my father until acknowledged by ray 
husband., 

Total. You're just frora Canada, madam ? And is 
this the amiable woman he has deserted 1 Don't be 
alaraied at my discovering you, I'm your steward. 

Louisa. Perhaps my husband's, sir I Ohl bring 
me to him ! 

Total. He's now in disgrace with his uncle, Colonel 
Dormont, who is one of your very odd sort of per- 
sons; means well, but always doing something that 
nobody el^e would think of; and I'm convinced he 
vvouldn't have you see your husband before he tries 
the success of a scheme he has plann'd for his refor- 
mation. 

Re-enter Landlady, 
Land, Sir, here's your coxmlx^ iwBvvVj 'MXvh^^s 
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ma'am, won't you make use of my parlour till your 
chaise comes — Jenny ! [CalU, and eiU. 

TotaL Madam, you had belter remain here, if you 
ran keep out of your failiet's sight; in the evening 
I'll give you cnQvincing reasons Ibr postponing your 
journey to Kent. The colonel, madam, has heard of 
your wrongs, and is determined to ponisli his ne- 
phew : he'll teach him, in the school of poverty, the 
use of riches. lExeiat, 



r it^ 



SCENE 11.— St James's Park. 
Enter Total. 



^^ 



■ Tolal. Follow you to the Park ! but wbere- 
ttooking round.] — Eh I Isn't this the young fel 
that read the curious receipt for me i 

EfUcT Jehmv Jumps with a Pnrvd. 

Jemmy. Eh! il is — Ma<<ter steward, who thoDgl 
to have met you in I^ondon ! Well, hnw have yoa 
left Ploughman Blackberry and hia clumsy family f 

Toia/. True, I thought you were to have bad hi* 
daughter and her clumsy fortune. 

Jemmy. Have me I certainly they were all upon 
the scramble for me, as if I was a tit bit for a city 
feast — I was such a neat — lol lo! ! Iiey 1 Betty dress- 
ed at me — Jenny skimm'd the cream — Molly robbed 
ihe hen-roost, and Suaan baked the round little hot 
loavea for niy breakfast — Becky sung to me — Sal 
"- — '^ and Pol bobb'd at me; but, poor things ' ''' 
n the cards — couldn't be — 



1 



AIR. 



Jemmjf Jumps. 



All the damKta n'nh M "N^a n 
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Like a maypole roand me cluster, 
Haogiog garlands fuss and fluster. 

Jilting, capering, grimiing, smirking, 
i'outing, bobbing, winldng, jerking, 
Cocking bills up, chins up perking* 
Kates and Betties, 
Polls and Letties, 
All were doating, gentle creatures, 
On these features ; 
Pretty damsels. 
Ugly damsels, 
Black-hair'd damsels^ 
Red-hair'd damsels, 
Sijc»feet damsels. 
Three- feet damsels* 
Pale-faced damseb, 
Plump-faced damsels, 
Sraall-legg*d damsels, 
Thick-legg*d daaisels. 
Dainty damsels, i 

Dowdy damsels. 
Pretty, ugl^, black-hair^d* ted-halr'd, 
SiZ'feet, three-feet, pale-faced, plump*faced, 
8iBa1Megg*d, thick-legg*d, dainty, dowdy. 
All run after me, sir, me ; 
For when pretty fellows we. 
Pretty maids are frank and free. 

Gad-a-mercy ! deviFs in me. 

All the ladies wish to win me : 
J*or their stays, taking measure 
Of the ladies^ oh the pleasure ! 

Oh, such tempting looks they gi'me, 
^ Wishing of my heart to nim me! 
Pat, and cry, you dcTil Jemmy I 

pretty ladies^ 

Ugly ladies, 

Black-bair'd ladies, 

Ked.hair d ladies. 

Six-feet ladies, 

Three-feet ladies, 

Pa1e*fared ladies, 

Pjump-faced ladies, 

SmaU'iegg'd ladles, 

7'hick>legg d ladies^^ 
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Dairty ladiea, 
Dnwd^ ladies, 
PreflV, uRfy. black-batr'd, red-hair'd, 
Sli-fm-I, thrfe-feet, palr-facerl. (ilump-f^ced, 
Small-lr^'d, Ihirkrli'ge'd. daini;, dovrdyt 
All rua after me, ilr, lue: 
For when pretly rellauri we. 
Ladies all arc Trank and free* 

"jOld ooe, in the couatry I was a ^atlemui— Id ti 
I'm a staymaker. [Points to the Parcel.] 

Total. A staymaker ! 

Jemniy. I never saw 'Squire Valentine — but heat 
he is a fine flashy rellon! tine of iis — ha, lia! I'm 
about setting up in buGinesB-r— »'arit otik a partner 
with a little ready — Molly's penny would have been 

apropos — raising capital is difbcult I'ni going 

now after a person who advances money — but, my 
old Dteivard, you're among the monied men, you could 
put a body in the way of raising a. little cash — I can 
give undeniable secnriiy. 

Total. [Pausing.] I'll try it_yonder he comes— 
it may bring him into great embarrassment; and ir 
any thing can reclaim him, extreme necessity must 
be the means. [Aside.] Why — I do know a geotle- 
man that does these things. ^~ 

.feramy.-lfViihjoy.] Where does li 

Total. This happens luclty enou<;h — See thqt ■ 
tleman coming sirait from Siorey's Gate. 

Jemmy, What ! he in the brown coat i 

Total. No. 

Jemmy. Ob ! in the smart little buckled « 

Tola/. Paha! what think you of that red coat ? I 

Jemmy, That officer 1 ba ! ha J ha ! a captain leM 
money '. a good joke ! 

Total. He is agent to fifteen regiments. 

Jemmy. Is he i then be can lend me the kiog'i 
money. 

Total, There — you &ee ""'Ati 'nVa.V a.«!^t\V3 \ib 
I Jje^jit againat the TwMary -waXV. 
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Jammf, Like a prop to the Treasury ; a rich fel« 
low, ru warrant : If you know him, iiiy dear boy, 
will you propose it ? * 

Toial. Well, I'll speak to him. 

Jemmif. Much obliged to you — here he is ! 

ToiaL Be you in the way* 

Jemnof, I've only to drop this in Fludyer-Jtreet*— 
two hundred will just 6t me— Fll do the handsome 
thing — Housekeeper's security — Premium to you, and 
the neatest pair of dimity jumps fcr your giri-»mum ! 

[Exit. 

Enter Valentimb. 

« VaL Total, when did you get to town ? Whose 
boose was that 1 saw you lounging in, in SuBbik^ 
atraet? 

TotaL Then he hasn't seen his wife* [AsideA 

Vol. Here have I been parading this hair faour# 
and no uncle, as his letter appointee* 

Total. You don't know his person, sir; perhaps faSe 
has been parading too, and surveying you. 

Vol, ru wait no longer — 1 discard him^^-talk of 
me ! he's made up of caprice and uncertainty. 

TotaL Why, faith, he is a little queerish, sir; but 
no caprice — no, no ; cursed inflexible in what he 
thinks right — yes, he'll certainly setile«his fortune 
on this new-found relation — ^your conduct to your 
wife — that afi&ir of distraining Farmer Blackberry— 

Val> Give me a taste of life, and now turn me 
adrift^ only for a hvf fashionable gallantries I I got a 
dinner party to pass dice too before I left home-* 
bavn't one guinea in my pocket — If i could but raise 
a little money just for an outset. 

ToiaL Couldn't some be raided on your commis- 
aion ? 

VaL Eh — but I don't know any of those monf^y- 
brokers. 
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Re-enter Jemmy Jumps, smiles at Total^ Men 'malla 

up. 

Total. Sir, d'ye see that gentleman ? 

Val That fellow that nodded to you > 

Total. Fellow 1 You've seen an advertisement of a 
person that has twenty thousand lying at his banker's ; 
that's he ! X. Y. the most liberal money-lender in 
town. 

VaL Why, he^gave you a very familiar nod. Total ; 
see if he'll advance the cash to me. 

Total. I'll try — about two hundred will do f 

Val Capital ! 

Total, Sir, [Goes over to Jemmy, and speaks apari 
to him,] he'll do't. 

Jemmy ^y dear friend ! does he know the som I 
want, and the security I can give ? 

Total, All : step to any tavern hard- by, and I'll 
bring him to you. 

Jemmy, Eh — the Rummer — the landlady is a cus- 
tomer of mine — Do you think he'll have the money 
about him ? 

Total, Isn't Drummond's over the way ? Have j'ou 
a purse or good strong pocket for the cash when you 
get it ; for he always lends in cash. 

Jemmy, Fve a good pocket, but no purse. 

Total Take my glove— it is stout ramskin-— the 
guineas will lie there so snug in the fingers. 

Jemmy, And the hall-guineas drop so pat in the 
little one. 

Total You'll have your cash between finger and 
thumb. 

Jemmy. Snug as a pinch o' snufif. 

Total. [Aloud to Valentine.] Sir, the gentleman 
will see you at the Rummer over the way. 

VaJ. [Bomng to Jemmy.] Sir, I shall attend you. 

Jemmy, Sir — Oh, s\t \ — ^Apurl to Tc^-xm^^^ S. coun- 
try fanijly just come lo Xonvvv, viN^\ \vw*$i\iS&^-^Nx^^» 
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nust step and take measure pf a yoong lady— new 
:astomer— -be with you in fiv(;\ii]nutes. 

[^Exit, Tfowing to Yalbntine* 

Total, Yes, he*ll lend you the money. 

Val, You're a devilish good fellow. Total. 
. Total. But then he's so cursed fond of the table : 
aoihing to be done with him without giving him a 
iinner; and he drinks Burgundy, I assure you. 

Val, PU give him a bottle and a bird with ^11 my 
Knil. Yonder's Supple and Captain Palaver 1 they 
must have heard of my misfortune, for they seem to 
avoid me. My friends ! 

TotaL Ah ! my good sir, the civility of the world 
hangs on the success of the moment : and let your 
empty pocket now convince you, that distress is the 
toiiclKtene of friendship. Suppose, to cut a flash, I 
ask 'em to the dinner you'll be obliged to give this 
gfBntleman ; ha» ha ! sir, to carry it on, I'll desire Mr 
X. Y. before them to seem as if you were the lenUer. 

VaL Ha, ha, ha ! well done, Total ! ha, ha, ha ! 
Hey ! Counsellor Flummery, too ! [^Loolilng ow/.] — 
True : I owe him twenty guineas. 

Total. Well, sir, you'll now be able to pay him I 
'Gad, sir, he can draw up the necessary writings be- 
tween you and the gentleman. I'll invite him too. 

VaL Run — bespeak a -good room, and ofder dinner 
for six. [Pushes Total off,'\ This supply will set me 
going — ^I'li let uncle see I can shine without bis dirty 
acres. [Exitm 



SCENE III. — Farmer Blackberry's Lodgings. 

Enter Fairly. 

Fair. What accommodation has old Total provided 
for the farmer and his family bete? 
' VOL, lu a 
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Enter EuNDY in a Liven/. ^ 

So, Rundy, you're got to Loodou. .^| 

Rmtdi,. Yes, sir. ^ 

fair. Well, and how d'ye like it i ,y 

Rundy. Oli, hugely, sir; I thinic it's a deadly fine 
place, Maatec thought I should not come with him, 
but he was so good to me, that, to shew ray kindaeas 
and gratitude, I coined up here to lown with him, 
because I kauw'J I coud'ut better myself. 

Fair. WeW, anil you're preferred from the plough 
to the coach. 

Rundj/- Ay, sir ; Mias Belt wuuM make master and 
she go all round the town in chairs. I walked afore, 
he, lie, he ! Master's so grand, and Miss Betty's <]uite 
my lady : my Molly is her maid, and I am my own 
gentleman. 

Pair. Tell your master I am here. 

Rundj/. Teli ! why in London one can telL a body 
from tlie tup of the house to the boitotn, and from 
bottom to top, ivithout opening one's mouth. \_RiBg> 
the JeK.]— That doea it. 

Fair. Ha, ha, ha ! why sure you don't ring for 

Rund!/. Why, sir, he rings for me, and one good 
tarn deserves another i Lord ! you can't tiiink what a 
beau I intend to be here in Loudon 1 

AIR. 

Rundjf. 

A flaien-lieaded row-hoy, n> aiiiiple bb Duiy be. 
And acxt a merrji (ilougli-boy, I whiillnl o'tr tlie 

And bO'in I'll be a bul1«r. and wag mj Jnll> race .. 
When ileward I'm ptamutei), 1 II eaip u l[ad»nian'> bill 
Mj itiailrr's coB.tb eia^ty, mj |iai:krl9 foi' la bll ( 
IV/ini foiling in mj chaiiut.Ba gifa.'L a.vniiu I'll be. 
J'ouii forgcl the Wile vluojVtias VinM. •rVw.V'hA it« 
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yoar ladyship for your ladyship's new stays : PI 
your ladyship with a waist neat as a topsy-turvy 
gar-loaf. 

BH^. Tom me topsy-turry! Ia4 is that the 
shion i 

Jemmy. [Pnparitig his measure.] Now, ma's 
[Adoances.] Betty Blackberry ! 

Bettjf. Jemmy Jumps ! What, our London gei 
man only a stay-maker ! 

Jemmy • I protest this is the most immensely stras 
I came to one Miss Timbertop. 

jB6<(y. Then I am she. Master Tunbertop. [i 
iing him on the head vjUh her fan.] 

Farmer B« So this is your rouleaus and your c 
ries ! a stay-maker! oh» you make no stay here. 

Jemnw. Then 111 go— hey ! my— Mr Junipa^s< 
riage— Tal, lal, lal ! [Exit ing 

Betty, La ! what an impudent fellow ! 

Enter Total. 

Total, Farmer, the colonel desires me to ooa( 
you to him. He has sent his coach. 

Betty. Coach ! Oh, if Jemmy Jumps was bu 
see us now ! 

Fair* And pray what has become of his hop 
nephew, my good son-io-law ? 

Fanner B. Ay, whereas the squire ? 

Total. Now at the Rummer Tavern^ and soon in 
hands of the bailiffs. Madam, give me leave to 1 
the honour of conducting you to the carriage* 

[Takes Betty's hand, and ex 

Fair. Now, Farmer, you and I will have a < 
plete revenge. 

Farmer B. Ah, sir, I want no revenge. I 
something of the humour of my countrymen, wi 
to shake hands, but prepared for a blow, if the en 
design to give it. [Ea 
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SpENE IV. — A ftoam at the Rummer Tavern^ Cha* 
ring'Crots.^^Loud latching without,) 

Enter Jemmy JumpS| and Waiter imth Wine. 

Jemmi/. Very well. Ob, the gentleman desired 
you'd call me out from the ^ompany^ and he'd settle 
the affair with me here ?' 

Wait. Yes. 

Jemnw. Now I shall pocket the cash—Oh ! and. 
Jack, if your mistress sends me up her stays, I^li 
take them home with me, and alter them to her li^ 
king. [^Exit Waiter,'] That will shew this gentleman 
I*m a man of business, then he won't be afraid to )end 
the cash. I hope he has it about him, thougli I 
should like he'd send me over to Drummond's — it's 
80 pretty to see' those bankers' clerks shovel up the 
gold with a back paw, slide a handful of guineas 
along the counter, then tip, tip, tip ! reckon so 
nimble* [Mimicks,] With this money such a smart 
shop 1 shall open ! 

Val. [Without.] Push about, lads! t^e gentleman 
and I will return to you instantly. 

Jemmy. Oh, here he is ? 

Enter Valentine. 

VaJ. Well, sir, are not my friends jolly fellows ? 

Jemmy, Very jolly, sir, and we'd a choice fine din- 
ner ! but there will be a monstrous great bill to pay ! 

Val. A vulgar fellow this ; Til touch his cash, and 
then get rid of him. \^ Aside.] Won't you please to 
ta^sir? 

Jemmy. Now, if he isn't as condescending as if he 
wasn't worth a guinea. \^ Aside.] 
.^ Vol. True, Total said he loved his bottle. [Aside.] 

' 152 
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Waiter enters. ^^H 

Wait. ^H 

Val. A batch of Burgundy here t ^^| 

Jenmy. More Burgundy ! my shot will make a Taat 
hole in the money I'm to get. [Atide.) 

yal. Sir, I esteem myselt go much obliged ! 

Jemmy. Sir. [Bows and siiUet.] What genteelness 
to me that's going lo borrow his casta irtun htm! 
[AsideJ] Sir, it's what I never shall forget the long- 
est day I have to lire. 

Val. The civil leat money-lender I ever met with. 
f.4sii^.]^ThDugh I flatter myself the security is au- 
exceptionable. 

Jemny. Security ! Sir, I'll have two «f the warm- 
est housekeepers iu Norton Falgate. 

Val. Norton Falgate ! really, sir, I don't know any 
body in that quarter of the town. 

Jetmntf. Lonl, sir, it's one of the most substantial ist 
and the most opulent is c places 

Val, I hav'n'tadoubt,sir — but had hopes of gi* lag 
you up a lieutenant's commission. 

Jemmy. Give me a commission, ah, ab, ah ! 

Val. Oh, well, sir; since that is not agreeable— if 
Mr Total joins in a bond — 

Jemmi/, Sir, I've no objection to a bond, if yoa 
think that requisite ; asking Mr Total to join in it is a 
liberty that I cannot expect, oh, no I 

Val. My dear sir, if he dare rtfuse, I'd break eve- 
ry bone ia his body. 

Jemmy. Oh, Lord ! what force aim to join ? Oh, 
sir, by no means. He's almost a stranger to roe, 
though he has so kindly brought about this busiuess. 
Val. Oh, well, sir, if you think it can be done be- 
tween ourselves. 

LJemmif. Sir. tBoms.^ How ymdi, the sum I sup- 
pose you uuderaiand "is — 
Pal. Two huadred pouni&l 
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Jemmy. Just. 

VaL Sir, won't you take a glass of wine ? [fV/&.] 

Jemmy. Sir, won't you take another ? \F\IU\ 

Vol. Sir. 

Jemmy. Sir. \Tkey touch glasses.} 

Val. Here is X. Y. against the whole alphabet. 

Jemmy. A new toast amongst the money-lenders* 
[AMe.] Sir, here is X. Y. in the alphabet. [Drinks.] 

Vol. Now, if you please, I'll call in my friend the 
lawyer, and we'll settle the afiair at once. 

Jemmy. Sir— now I shall touch-*that for Molly 
Miwbuan's fortune. [Aside and snapping kisjingers.] 

VaL This two hundred will make a man of me. 
lAttde.] Counsellor Flummery, come into court. 

Enter Counsellor Flummery. 

Plum. Well, gentlemen, if you're quite agreed-^ 

VaL and Jemmy. Oh, yes, we're quite agreed,— 
{Fi^uMMERT takes ^ut a bond and begins to read.] 

VaL Psha ! [Snatching <Y.] We both know the 
sum. and terms, so here ^oes to sign and seal, and 
all settled. [JVrites and gives the bowl to Jemmy.] 

Jemmy. [Signs.] I deliver that as my baud and 
pen. 

Flum. Your hand and pen ! Oh, my dear sir, it's 
your act and deed you mean. Valentine^ Vve drawa 
out a bill and receipt for that twenty guineas. [Apart.] 

VaL My dear fellow, I'll pay you this momentn^ 
[Apart.] 

Flum. Then, now, gentlemen, nothing's to be done 
but down with the gold. [Valbntine and Jemmy 
, itand sometime looking at each other with expectation^] 

Val. Here's a repository for the two hundred.— 
. \Tahes out a purse.] 

Jemnty, And here's my ramsl^in budget. [8hew$ 
the glove.] 

Fal. TFfiat's that for, sir > 
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Jemmy* To put the money in ; or if youll give me 
a draft, I'll step over to Drammond*s ? 

Vaf. What draft, sir ? 

Jemmy To receive the cash ! 

I'a!. To receive! True, Total told me he bad al- 
ways twenty thousand at his banker's. [Astde}~^ 
"J hen, sio I'll wait here till you bring the money* 

Jemmy. Then you'll wait a long while. [il«ufe«} 
Lord, sir, Drummond wouldn't give his daddy money 
without your order. 

FaL Really, sir, I know nothing about Dramroood 
or his daddy ; I wait for th^ money that yo a 

Jrmmy, Sir ! 

VaL The two hundred pounds you're going to lend 
we. » 

Jemmy. I going to lend you ! 

VaL Why, sir, you know that's what brought you 
here. 

Jemmy. Oh, Lord ! no sir ; no, no. I came here 
for you to lend me two hundred pounds. 

Flum. Ha, ha, ha ! Ton my honour here's a fine 
Irish bargain; all borrowers and uo lenders. But 
who's to pay costs ? As you don't want the receipt-^ 
John Doe and Richard Roe. 

[Apart to Valentine, and exit. 

Enter Waiter, 

Vol. Sir ! who are you ? \To Jemmt.] 

Wait. [Giving stays to Jemmt.] Here, my mistress 
desires that you'll add two bones to her stays, aod 
bring them against to-morrow. 

Val. Stayd and bones ! Pray, friend, do you koovr 
this gentleman ? 

Wait, Oh. yes, sir ; that gentleman is Mr Jemmy 
Jumps the stay-maker. [EsH. 

Jemmy, Yes, 8\r ; aivd \^ ^^ov^ X^^'^ ^V^sviViHiiQLiit m^ 

J have the neatest 8l\lcY\ 

FaL Pray, sir, are uox. ^jou'X..^.'^. 
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Janxmf. No^ tir; nor K U. Prstf, ml, ^ vifn fM<^ 
the Treasaiy ? O^ I foipfct iieur itfii Ww> V iMMp t 

VaL Total bai eittier pi^ytd wit $t tricky iK^ A^ik 
some coned bloDdcr b»e 1 {Am^*} bi^lm^ \ 

Vol, Witbdnm,jQQXfKtK:ti!i\ 

Emltar Wmipr. 

Wait. The okfaor fHiiUMi»i im ik^fv^ 4^U ^•<«^ 
desired me to boK Utt iiiii uy U* yw^ ^^pmcIm^m . 
(Q^^ t^ ^ JnanrO 

man! 
Val. (To JehvtJ Ift'iUnkMir, y<Mj c^^aJ 1 

ike Wmtd'9 hmL) ^ ^'ttititm, y^U¥^^ 

tafcn tnH sad aufc a |piii«<ta au tty^ ^«msm^. ^A**^'f 
If rwiirllor Fltmmery cmi* m^ ' 

JRitf. Yei^ s'tr^ Init iii^W kit a W>4f uim^. 

rcL A bailiff! 

Jemmy, A bailiff ! «b JUiffdl 

HUl Yob voii't ^^ J iinqpf;^ ^^ tW 1^ Mi le Mi^ 
Hed. 

Jomy. But I win if J cao Ito^. f Ito^ 'fj^-; 

lUL ConftiiioD ! AW I atfi ^m^tM S i^ M#f 4^40^^ 
ty to my amioibk; ^iS^cmm^ it ymi^, mji JL<t*iw» ^ 

nor hloib U> fe{;ei¥i; liWriy iiMitf' j^vw j#i^iitii|ii> 



Fa^ Ky kind ! my ^vnM S fm ^w ' 
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Vol. Mr Fairly, I have wronged you, but 
make alooement here, ( To Louiba.) 

Fair. Do, «ir. 

Val. Total 1 ha, you old humming good-nat 
fellow ! but now all's forgiveness— love and libel 
bere! {Calls.) 

Enter Waiter. 
Send up Counsellor Flummery's bajlilT 

Wail. Sir, he's gone ; the couutry genlleman tbat 
came with you, sir, (7''' Total,) paid the debt aad 
costs, and discharged ihe bill of the house. [" 

Toial. Old Blackberry do this ! 

I Enter Farmer Blackbekht and Bettt. 

Farmer B. There, 'squire, is a different sort of 
ceipi Irom what you sent me lor my rtnt. ( (iives a 
Fapcf.) Mr Fairly, you're a wise lawyer ; but a sim- 
ple farmer thinks good lor evil is the most complete 
reveui;e ! 

Total. Ah, ha! what say you to Colonel Dor- 
moiit'sheir? 

Vot. What, was the farmer my successor lo the 
colonel's estate J Blackbfrry — you're the king of 
spades ! Total, now whete's niy uncle ? (S/anainp 
Total on (/le aAouWfl-O 

Total, You i.eedn't hit your uncle quite so hard, 
Valentine. 

Vai. How I Total, Colonel Dorraont 
a thiiusanil circumstances crowd upon my reculleC' 
tion— Oh, sir 1 have you been all along the 
of my follies — 

Colonel D. Follies ! vices ! and by corrosivea 
tempUMl a cure— 

Loiiiia. Which I hope by lenitives to perform. 

Farmer B. If you are the colonel, sir, thanlc 
but lake your gvandeur (torn toc 
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Bloomiog aaid, aai 

All cbarav prcfertec m 
Yet, ooae loved j«a kki; » 

ValcMiimc 

Jojr and truth io ^emet 
Jt'rieodi §a9tk tbe 



1 

S16 TBS Fincbu ACT n. 

XoT* fHesd^ tratb^ in joo eoMblWy 

My fiuthfU wife. 



Foor in liand 111 spank away. 

Harp tinlKle^ twang my bow. 
To m circle read a play — 

Wkcn I know liow. 

Rundy. 

Si^ceC to kits opon the gnm, 

'Gadzooiu! I can't in town 
Give my merry wiliiiv lam 

A neat greeo gown. 

Farewell fields and sweet kay*mow» 

JHo more my lambs 111 see» 
Randy says 1 must be dow— 

A gay lady. 

. Jemfny, 

Prettv girls, who fine things lafek. 

All come and deal with me, 
l*m myself a nice nick knacky 

Your own Jemmy. 

Clioms* 

Welceme jojr and hence with sorrow, 
LaiH|;h to-day and cry to-morrow ; 
Smiles succeeding fortooe's frowns^ 
All the world is ups and downs* 
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IS^GJLPIJX, 


Mr Quick. 


Sandy, 


Mr IncUdom 


8H£LTT, 


Mr Mundenm 


Charlet, 


Mr Towfuendf 


Captain Dash^ 


Mr ClaremonU 


Serjeant Jack, 


Mr Clarke. 


Laird of Raaset, 


Mr Tkomptofu 


CRpUDYy 


Mr Cubitt. 


-Apie» 


MrBjee$. 


Benik, 


Mr Smmonu 


Moggy, 


Mrs Martyr. 


JfiNNY, 


Miss MitchcU. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.*-^ small Cauri-yard before M'GilpinV 
House,, inclosed imth a low PaliTig and a small Gatej, 

Time— Morning Twilight. 
Chailsy and Moggy appear at different Windows, 

DUET. 

€kw. The lamb and the heifer are taking their rest, 
' Mqg, The lark and the sparrov lie Boug in their nettf 
Char, Pasty dozes; 

Jtfog. And &o does my doggy. 

CkoTm All are snoring but Charley, 
Mog. And Moggy ! 

We wake to love before it b da^. 
Char, Come, my dearest I 
Mog» I come, my dear !^ 

Both* We must be tripping away. 

flftfg. Pio portion, dear .'barley, if I marry Ihe^ 
My little old Dad will give unto ror ! 
Will love cool if you take me so baicly ? 

Char, Mo^ in her smickit is tvtrlcome to Charlev ! 

Mog, We wake to love before it is day, &c» 

CMar, Conip, my dei^estf ^Cf 
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Enter M-GtLrm from the Hoax. 

M'Gil- I will believe in witchcrafts, in wizarH*, 
and warlocks — Though I did pack Goody Commini 
out of the islani), yet 1 am certain ber elves have been 
about my house this night — No noise in Jenny's room, 
nor in my daughter Moggy's, nor in Charley's, nor 
in Benin's — yet, noises I most asjutedly heard.— 
[MoGcy/roflt her Window, lowers « Box on hUJeet.l 
£h! 

Mog. Have you got it f 

M'GiL Yes. [FeeU his Fool asifhurl.\ What! 
my daughter ! Oh ho ! [Aside,} 

Mog. I thought 1 heard my father. [Sofili/.'\ 

M'GiL So did I. [/n an under lone,'\ 

Mog. Do you think he's got up J 

M'Gil. No. 

Mog. Now you'll catch me 2 

M'Gil. Yes, I'll catch you — you jade ! iAsitU.} 

lHog. Now for it. 

M'Gil. The devil! she won't jump out of the 
dow ! lAiide.] 

Mog. Now, my fine fellow— Here goei— 

M'Ga. OJi, Lord I MychildwiU break her bows! 
\_Asidt.'] — Stop! Can't you come out at the street 
door ? it's open. 

Mog. Psha! why didn't you lell me bo before? 
Upon my word, 1 don't like such jokes. [Rctiret end 
goes dmiin.'] 

M'Gil. [Aside'\ Nor I, upon my soul! [Shiity 
jEi>^(.] If 1 could carry on her mistake, I may find 
out who her seducer is — I think it's scarce light 
enough for her to know me now. 

Eater Shbltv, Hn^ng. 

Sful. If Sandy and Jenny are to be mairJed'l 
Way, it*a lime to louae ft»c ^lo-j* «\4 i«'\». " 
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my diluing; {Tidxs 

.V dr.lding ! [//* his oxur'. 
.GGY saeatH.'iA A id pray^ 
.oinir so early f £h ! 
*-— I — was uO'u^ 
«vas going, sir — but where^ 



.'ch, sir. 
jf tbe wiudow to go to church ! 

m the Hou.e, half undressed, and 
4ing to be scarce awake. 

f9 !-~What'8 the matter here ? Ah ! 

[ \ aiming. 
*f jere have you been, sirrnh ^ 

..I— .1 was— aw — aw-— fast asleep ! 
/on stupid — Where's Jeany \ 
ir— she'»— aw — aw-^fast asleep ! 
You lazy Wibber 1 snoring in bed, and rob- 
• FftTishers running away with my daughter! 
.JU.TT.] Sirrah ! >Yha|; do you want with my 
iter? 

tfjl I! [Looking simjil^.\ 

\ar. Eh I Shelty !— Moggy I— -Oh ho ! [LooJc^ 
t ikcm*] Well; hang me it I didn't long suspect 
~^To Moggy. J Turn it upon him, and we are 

og. G% my dear Shelty \ 

a- Eh I 

eg. Don't attempt to seduce my innocence any 

d. I—- seduce! 

T 2 
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thoughts of some little hloasom yourself; ohly let me 
know the girl that caa make yoa hs^py, and yoa 
shall have her by my authority. 
Char, Ah, sir ! there is a git'l— 



DUET. 
M'GiLPiN and Chaelet. 

M*GiL Thy lecrets to thy kifid matter telL ' 

Char, I love a maid— 

M'GiL li the Aill of pUy ? 

Char, No kid more gamesome— 

M'Gil, Where doet she dwell } 

Char, Lang twango dilfo 

Twang, ia^^Q 4iUo day. 

M'Gil, If yoQ'rp io love, boy, yoQ^re not to blame. 
Char, As mach, kiod sir* 1 |iave lK»urd yqu say; 

I love my charming— 
M'Gil,. ' Ay, wbat*8 her name } 

Char, Lang twango dillu 

Twang, lango dillo day. 

Char, My Christmas-bqx — 

M'GiU Oh, 1 understand I 

Thy faithful services I'D repay ; 

Uere*s five bright shillings — [TViAet out Money* 
Char, fiere's my hand. 

M^Gi(, Lang twango dillo 

Twaogy lango dillo -day. 

lExit ClBABL|T« 

M^Gil. Here comes the simple Sawney, tbatpi^ 
fers love to money. 

Enter Sandt* 

Ha, Sandy ! welcome home, my boy ! 

Sandy. [Joyful,] Here, sir, I have got all our wrf- 
ding geer in the newest Edinbro' taste. 

M'GiL But when comes the ps^rson t 
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From rttrj imdii, at\6>b riew, 

So free mv bcact is Hhall> ; 
And ahe is kiod ^ I am true. 

Sued Jane of Urlsipoly. 

EtUct Jenny. 

Jam/i Welrome home, ray Sandy ! 

Sandy. [Embrace-l My love! 

M'Gil. All! hal Egad, my Highland kd and Lm>> ' 
land lasEJe, you'll make a neat couple, ha, ha, ba ! 

Jmn^. [To M'GarJM.] Dear air, take the only 
Teturn in my power — my thanks, my gratitude for 
your unmerited goodness. 

M'Gil. Ah, Jenny! was 1 the man that boasted 
of his goodness, I'd remind you that 1 gave you an 
asylum when you was but a siiualling baicii — though 
I didn't, nor suppiise I ever shall, know what tamily 
you are of. Voiir mother oming here to Col to lift- 
in privately, and dying in my house — yet my astO' 
nishing benevolence — Oh ' — ^^ 

Satuly, YvuT beaevolence would be aatoniahiog k^| 
deed ! [Aside.] ^H 

M'Gil. 1 say, my amazing charity and—— ^M 

Satidif, Well, sir, we have olten heard that atotf^^ 
, M'Gil. To be sure. Would you have me put my 
candle under a bushel i Speak, Jenny — did not I 
bring you up equal to my own daughter, Misa Moggy 
M'Gilpin I Sent you to the tip-top boarding school 
iQ Inverness, kept by Mias Caroline Kilicoobeiyr ■ 

Jeany. Vou did, dear sir. 

M'Gil. I did — 1 did — Though your forlorn mother 

didn't leave you a bawbee but hOOl. vrhich you 

lihtill never see. l^Astde.] — So, out of pure friendship, 
Sandy — there, take her off my hands. lAsidc,] 

Jeang. Dear sir 

M-Gil. Aye, i'm » Wod friend, Jenny \ an't Xm 



scEia n- 





some 

liere, as Uk 
letter for 
notice if Uui 

Uto him-l 

Saufy. Ha, ki. fca' 71 
boughl a lottciy caaaflt s 
priie; Til keep x mat ivr 
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He won't have a doubt that you're the real capUiit 
ia the amy, ba, ha, ha J 

Copt. Ha, ha, ba! aad my sole commission oaly 
the promise of a pair of colours in the East India 
service, on condition 1 can raise au hundred men, ha, 
ha, ha 1 

Set?, tl^' *•*> ^^ ' Ay> ^y *'■'' sham of preteoding 
their young laird is our colonel, from the afieclion 
of a Scotch Highlander, I warrant they'll flock lo 
our standard — ^we know our ground, and the charac- 
ter of old M'Gilpin — flatter his eloquence, and pro- 
mise him an agency, and wo have every man in Ibe 
island. 

Capt. Dam'roe, I'd rather have one pretty woman 
I law just now. than the honour of planting my stan- 
dard on the walls of Belgrade. 

[A loud laugh of Peasants. 

Sejj, Saiae country gambols going forward. 

Capt, The time to recruit — introduce yourself to 
them : coax, wheedle, drink, swear — Zounds ! 
'em 

Setj, As wicked as ourselves. [£nf Cut 



Shd. Ay, lads, I think we'll honour Sandy^ m 
ding: but the lassiea mus'n't set out for kirk fc ' 

Setj, Ha, my hearties ! My honest lad, shake In 
[To Sm 
Slicl. Every man shake his own hand, 
Serj, Why, you all seem very merry to^Jajr, 
S/iel. Yes; and we'll all be merry to-morroiv, | 

ha, ha 1 and we were merry yesterday, h^ ha b 
Serj. Ha, ha, ha ! why, you're a pleasani fi " 
Shel, Ha, ha, ha i yes, I am — ha, bB| I ' 

xira laughing, ha, Ua, V\:>\ \ii«x%<^ (tt <v^iAtt|] 
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[ ine roclts for him lo stek out, whiiat I run off witb 
his daughter. 

EiHer Mdggv unperctived. 
I mast run and let ber out. [Going.'] 

Hlog, Dear sir, won't you wait lor company ? 

Cluir. Moggy ! how ihe jilague did you get out ? 

lUog. No matter, here I am, ami take nie while 
you can. 

Char. Hey I— Ecod, this ia doing things !— Ha. ha, 
Iial Charming! I've cut out work for your father 
on the op|Ki3iit miIc of the island; so I'll run dnwn 
to ihe pier and get ihe boat ready, and off we skim 
like curlews. \Exil. 

Mog. Make hasii', Charley ! — Oh, my bonny 
Charley ! — bh ' yitn's a buat put in— here's some of 
the paasengen- [Looking] — By the description, itmuBt 
be the strange parfioti ibat'ii expected from Mull ta 
marry Jenny and Sandy, 
Enter Laird o/'Raasey as a Parson, and Servant, 

Laird. Thai dwelling [PoiTUt to Shllty's] looks 
like a public house. 

Servanl, Yes, sir, it id. 

Laird, Then engage a room, and leave my ba^ 
gftge. Here — my great coat was comlbnable on the 
water, but ou land 'lis cuinbroQs. ITakes it off and 
giivs it to Seruvit.] — And lay out my best peiiwig, 
that 1 may look dectiil. 

SertiufH. Yes, sir. IJixit viith things mlo Shelty's* 

Parain. Here, pretty maiden ! 

jVoff. Sir — what a civil Kcntltraan! {A fide. 

Parson. Do you know one handy Frazer ; 

Jl/ug. Kb ! Sandy P 

Pui-oa. Whom I am to marry lo one Jenny. 

Mog. le, tie! Lord! if I coulil persuade. Viv.^- 
Chati'^y and I are they ! may bu WA ■nvM'ij ■" 

K'-'--fc/ — Ob, sir; dear sir! revMtwA iw\ '^ 
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heartily welcome, sir! [Ciirt^ing.] My Charleyi I 
dare say, sir — my Sandy is just gone yonder to iht 
pier, to look out for you, sir. 

parson. Oh, then yoo are Jenny } 

Mog, Yes, sir; ICurt^.] I am Jenny, sir — 1 Hope 
he n-on't find me out. [Adde. The Parson views htr 
with (Utetaion.] Lord! 1 believe he suspects me, [Aadt 
atidcotifused.] Oh, sir! here cornea niy Sandy ! — Now, 
air, you'll — Oh, heavcua ! my faihwr ! lAtide.] t^od 
b'ye, sir, [^Going. 

Parson. But lassie, stop— 

Mog, Ves, sir; I'il stop when I'm out of youi 
yighL [£jtf running into SHEtTT's. 

I Parson. A whimsical sort of a young lady. 
I lEiU after MoccT. 

Enter Chaeley. 

Char. The boat's ready, and — Hey ! where has she 

scampered I This giddy tit just to kick up hei beeU 

aX the starting post 1 — Her father ! Zounds ! it's wi^k 

mtAta has miased bim 1 -JH 

L EiUer M'GiLPiH in a rage. ^H 

M'Gil Fine police, if the king's oflicen are to t^ 
assaulted in the execution of their duty. 

Char. Ha, ha, ha ! [A^dc.'\ — Oh tbea, sir, yon've 
beat old Croudy ? 

M^GU. No, damn him ! but he beat me 1 But I'll 
let the ruffian know nobody shall cheat the king ia 
this island, but myself. He's a poacher too, goes 
fowling, growsing, and cocking; but I'll growse and 
rack hira '. I'll sliew him, that in Col I'm ^nai 
fowler, prowler, and comptroller. His son Shcltjr 
have a child of mine ! My dear Charley, take car* 
of Moggy, 

Chart She's safe, I'll answer, sir. 

M'Gil, Have ^ou aetn liifc ca^au 
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gi?e Jenny to him» and break my promise with San* 

dy^-'tis more for my interest* 

Char, ril set him another hunt whilst I l<>«>k Tor 

Moggy. lAszde.^^^'ir, have an ey«f to Jenny : ttie 

parson's con.e ; and if 8aiidy geis a hint oi your iit- 

tentioii to give her to the ca|Xain, they'll he coujiled 

unknown to yon. 

M'Gii. Oddsfisb ! hot where is Jenny i 

Char, This iustaiit gone into feltieliy'*, 

M*Gii, Run you in, boy, aud secoie her« whilst I 

raise the posse after Croudy. 

Char. Lord ! sir, Jenny 'd iH*vef stay with «*«■ . 

you'd best m and secure' ber yourself, ai<J Til inur^ 

the coi]8t&ble& ior Croudy. 



SCENE ll^Smtir'/$ //<««', 
Enter Shelty mtk a Jug, StruirU iMiii a ^>M ui^ 

>%. 

SkeL Yes, sir— .1 am here, sir-^J ato >.U o-, *»* * 
CoOiiDg, sir. \Drinki.\ \j^\A - whu* tn* ** i^U ««v \ 
sell.' Yes, sir,— .my juou^e is SfU tuil--^/<i, wh«*« »t 
mortal fine chance bare I i^ uiakt ii»^^.y ' Ia**';* «> 
I'm your only lad is the u>laii<: \*^ if<«<ii«'/is.'Hj' j iU^r 
ficatious \ But latbi^r's w r«\% \\\»y, ^ * '^ ' -•> "^ •^ > - 1" • ' ^ i ■ 
kick dowjD all L-^Here ii*" *j^u^.- ^ i«vk^ >^ i«« i'm^ij * 
been in soum; new couibusiiii<4it««M««' 

Crtmdy* Ha! '7tfA« l/ur Muy f'ot* >/»i.',i/ iz/vV 
driiiici.] Ho! A mcouugiv' ' M- n.i . 4-/1/ ti#' ,.,/ 

The CUStOm^hoUM: ofL«>:f Ldr.ia£ M ;/'•; '•If'' «M''y(>(«i . 

and he'b a dami^'ci Uid st^t^au .i^a^.^c V«** %^ ^ 
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r lastweekclaw'dupmyolLer [jDWtii-] I 

or swallow ! I 

ildn't have thought as much, iTurimi I 

lis taxmao—Oh. aounils ! I'll— ' 



though lie only last week claw'd up ni 
— LmI my poor awallow ! 

Shel. 1 shouldn't have thought i 
the Mug-} 

Croiidu. This taxmao — Oh, zounds ! 

Shel. Lord! father I how you do put me out of all 
sorts! here's my house full — There's the Serjeaol, 
Sandy, aod all the lads playing cards; aod here*! 
Saody's marriage — 

Croudy. Go froth your ale and score double, I 
I've thresh'd M'Gitpin. 

SAW. Youha'n't. 

Croudj/. I've bang'd him, sirrah [ 

I Enler Ar\e. 

Apie. Oh, mercy ! Master Croudy, here's theci 
■Ubies ! And here's Mr M'Gilfiin ! 

Sliel. Lord! Lord! you'll be taken! 
let nobody come up. [P«/s Apie of. Set Cletie 
£h 1 this is the luckiest — Here, <iep into this ga 
coat, hat, and wig, the parson's servant \eCt here — No 
time for tbinking^do take a fool's advice! 

Croudu. Eh 1 

S/iel. If you're taken, U> jail you go — Do you want 
to make a riot in my house, and give him a pretence 
to take away my licence. No i da tilings easy — 
here, quick, ijuick! \^Hdp» him on wilh ihe Cliithes-'] 
There — t!ie devil a one of them can know you now 
— I'll ruu and get ihe boat ready, You're so nicely 
disguised, you may easily get to it — Huh I Oh dear I 
[Erit 

Croudi/. Oh, you cowardly car ! you're no son of 
mine. My cudgel is but a — If 1 had only — Zoundi ! 
Isn't that my broad sword yonder i I made a- prty 
Bent of it to this pigeon, but be never had spirit to 
use it! [Takes it from over the Cliimiies-'i If "" " 
tike me, they wasf. &ttt taStt vVw— .\w fivi.T;va 




n. Tn nGBiASii bbcu 

— ^It aerrr dull be slid a Highlatider siif«ked oot 
Kke a pokroao, with his bn»ad-«vix>ni in his haiH^- 
No, no I IFia^ Uiriia qf.] l£rU. 

Emter MfiCGrJirigki€med, 

Mog. Of) Lad ! Where shill I hide from father ? 
If 1 co'M siani behind the door and slip o«l as he 
come? in — but what cooM bewitch Chaney to send 
him after me - If I could but get down to the [>ier ! 
What's this ? [Looks at Qoihes^ ^.] Ha ! the par- 
son's f — Ecod 1 I've a great mind to try now if 1 
can't hide myself in it — ha, ha, ha! On they go. 
[Puts them on.] — Ha, ha, ha !— ^ind wig — ha« ha, ha f 

M'GiLPiN and Sbeltt without. 

M*GiU She is here. 

Mog* O Lord ! there's father ! 

iSAf/. She is not. 

M'GiL Sirrah ! Charley told me she came in just 

BOUT. 

Mog. Did he indeed ? 

Enter M'Gilpin 9nd Sheltt. 

S&d. She is not, I tell yoo— Yoo'f e done like a 

wise man ! [Apart to Moogt.] 

M'GU rii have the house searched. 

SheL Don't speak, and I'll get yon out. , 

M^GiL Where's Jenny ? You're of a stamp with 

the rascal your father. 

SkeL Father, keep your temper. 

M'Gil. Deliver up Jenny, you scoundrel I 

Shel. Keep your cudgel quiet — Oh, Jenn^ ! Yoa 

think I'm a devil amongst the girls. This morning 

I%ras running away with Moggy — now, it's Mr 

Sbeky, sir, you've been kissing Jenny* 
M'Gil. What old feltow's that? ^To MLo^w\ 
S/^, Fellow ! This ? Ob, w, V\i\% gctAfe\a«iN^^^ 
pstrson from Raaeev. 
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M*GS. Od ! I beg his pardoD — How do you do^ 
doctor ? Oh triie, you're come to marry ^udy aad 
Jenny — Ah ! that's all up» sir. 

S/td Don't speak to hiui, sir. 

M^Gil. Damn your busy — Sirrah ! you are the 
cause of my child's present distit-sses, you misc/eaot! 
I'll — Ecod ! I il revenge all upon the rogue your ta» 
tlier ! Doctor — Oh, here Charley has brougbi tha 
consrablos! 

^h<:L Father, you see you must fight your way. 

Enter Chaelet and two Constables. 

Ch^r. Sir, I saw Croudy enter here. 

M*GU, We'll have him ! There, Charley, yoa 
shc\« the Doctor here to my house, whilst the cousta- 
bios and 1 search this for Croudy. 

Shel. [.-Ipar,* !o ChableyJ Do, Charley, take the 
IXvior— it's niv fariier-i-s^ft him otil 

C/:.ir, What! 1 help the escape of smugglers! 
2>ir. ih.it's Croudy in disguise. 

Moji. lAp:ri to h.'fn.] It's me, you blockhead ! 

Chiir. ^lo-.i.y again ! [Aside.} Ay, co.ne along. 
Doctor. 

M^Gii No. yoM old r.^gue ! no collusion with my 
clerk — I know you, Crou^iy — I see the tip of his nose 
— constablts, lay nold of him. 

{T/ir C nsfables laif hold of Moggy. — Shelty tahex 
the stick yrom owf, and beats the other. — Mjogy 
i/troxvs off" her disguise, and h*ee!s before her Fa- 

iher 

ShcL Keep off; Til defend my father with my 
life. 
-/l/o^. Oh, save my de-arest father! 
iM'diL My daughter! 
.'■A'/. 'Iiiis my daM^' \ 
,U'(r'/l. MydcuTet\\\d\ 
I .'nt Vm'. doll" \\us vwAW \^AA] 
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M'Gil. Before I lockM— bat now V\\ dokbh-lock 
you, No, I'll take care of you myself, my dutiful, 
afiectionate — But, you jade, who got you out ? 

31 o^. Who but my dear Shelty i 

Shd. I ? Me ? 

M*GiL Ay ; what ave locks and brick walls against 
socb an Algerine family as Shelty's ? Even the old 
water-thief his father would rob a bishop of his but- 
ter-boats. [Exeunt, dragging out Moggy. 

SheU But where the devil can old Croudy be ? £- 
gad ! a^ I found Miss Mc^gy under a great coat^ per- 
haps I may find my daddy under a petticoat ! 

SONG. 

Boyg, when I play» ery, oh crilaiai^ 
2Ni«ky*i cbaunCer , squJeakeramlDi ; 
Jo love tunes I'm so empbaticaly^ 
Fingers sbakiog, quivteratical, 

Willi agility, 

Grace, gentility, 

Girlb shake heel and toe i 

Pipes i tickle so, 
MvjiggsfiUapate, 

Titlilate 

Pretty mate, 
My hof 8 love mirth, yoang blood circalate. 

Ob my chauDters sonnd so prettily. 
Sweeter far than pipes from Italy ; 
Cross the Tweed IMI bring my Tweedle dam. 
Striking foreign flute and fiddle dumb f 

Modern Rizzi's so. 

Pleases ma*ams, misses though^ 

Peeft can marry strum, 

Act plays, very rum, 

I'll puff at S^are Hanover, 

Gao over, 

Man over. 
An the puny pipes from Italy. 

l*m in talk a pedant mosical. 
In fine terms 1 lug iotrusical^ 
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Slap brawras, alt, the rage abouC 
UaydD, Mara, Opera, stage about; 

Oratorios, 

Cramers, Florios : 

Tbii^s at Jobflee, 

Neither be or she. 

Dye at Syren's nota, 

TIdj throat. 

Petticoat, 
Thb is amatear high musica!* [Snt* 



SCENE UL-^A Street m a Couniry Toum. 
Enter Sandt and Jbnmt. 

Jenny. My dear Saiu]y» don't grieve ; why shoall , 
ill-fortune disturb our tranquillity^ unless it ccnild let- . 
sen our afFection ! 

Sandy, M'Gilpin's design of giving you to Cap- 
tain Dash distracts me. 

Jenny. But he sha'n't — my obligations to him are 
great; yet this tyrannous attempt to fetter my io- 
clinations, and a suspicion that his motives were not 
quite disinterested, have somewhat abated my debt of 
gratitude. 

Sandy, And he won't let me continue in my farm 
without this fine of fifty pounds, so I must give it up 
—but he laid it on to ruin me. 

Jenny, Well, and even so, ar'n't there other farmi 
♦—or no farm— could you not be happy with poof 
Jenny ? 

Sahdy* My dear Jenny 1 

AIR. 

Sandy. 

At dawn I rose with jocund glee, 

tor joyful was the day 
That could this blessing give to meg 

JNow Joy is fled away— Jenoy J 
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Ho flocki, oor h^rds, asr atowa •igtUd, 

Nnr house, nor bctoie have I ; 
If beaut> must be bought mai loid, 

Alas ! 1 cannot ba^ — JeBa« ! 



Tet I am rich, if tboe an \{mi. 
So prized a Maile from tbcr« 

Troe love alooe oor bcarti tbaU bisA, 
Tbou*rt all the world to me Jia iv ! 



Sweet, gentle maid, tboagb paiicat. 

My lily drops a tear, 
Ab ! raise thy droopine bead and leefc 

Soft peace and comfort ' 



ACT III. 

SCENE I^M-Gilpm'« B^Mie. 
Enter Be^im with a Bundle^ 



Jl^Ioggy. Well, EeniD, have 

Ben. Yes, Missy ; and I tiok dey vU & 5 

Mog. My best creatare ! 

Beiu Ab^ Missy; bat Massa Ikrk a ce «• I 
Torse creature — Missy, \fyoQ run away I vJll rva I0» 
— Massa kill a me if know 1 help yiML. 

Mog, Psha! yoa fool, Pm not goiog to r^ ^ 
way. 

Ben Missy, dere be MJSf Jennr wiie ferer ia 
parlour below— want me fetch it, Hkij — >'>• dart 

tell Massa I brought your cJotbet. £ntm 

Mog, I^t*s see what yoo bare broaziK. ' O^em 

Bundle.] Jacket, kilt boooet. complete i w i&'t ev«a 

tell Charley of my desjgn till I'm eq upt, to. t*. » 1 
IHsaipnsehim— Thew^Ml.yaiJjr.az. iFitf;f«% 



-«--_ ^ . „ aid (K»rf 4 

4 



t 



240 THE lilGULAMD KfiBL* ACT VL 

out there— lel'd see — Lud ! I havn't abo? e half<4- 
guiuea left of my own pocket-money. Oh, poar 
Charley, and I— 

Enter Benin. 

Ben* Miss Moggy, Jenny desire rae give yon die. 

IGhcs a LdUr\ 

Mog. Very well. [Exit Benin.] What's thuf 
[OpcM Leiier and take* out a Bill.] An EdinW 
bank-note for 401. Let's see. [ReadsJ] *« iS^ dear 
" Mo'^gy, Sandy in a fit of des|)air has enlisted hio- 
'' self among the soldiers ; I have sold ray lotteiy- 
*' chance for the inclosed 401. ! For certaia, the 
'^ captain will never part with such a soldier as aj 
'< Sandy, therefore I shall take your hint and ft)llot 
*' the drum — as I shall not «/vant the moni^y, aceqxi^ 
'' my dear friend, for travelling charges — besides, s 
<' supply of rash you will find necessary till youcai 
" ohtrtin your father*s pardon for the step you a» 
*' ab- ut to taku — in which bi' happier than yuarJen- 
*' ny.*' My fieierous frleiiJ ! No — I will not enjoy 
happiness whilst vou feel s(»rroiv li—vvitb the assist- 
ance of my Highland Hrcss here in my cupboafd, ^ 
I can once more el'»pe, the firsi use 1 make of my ^J- 
bcty IS to procure ii for you, Sandy! Ay,, though 
fatiier catches me the next moment. 

Enter M*Gilpin« 

M^GiL I'll first co'ich you this moment. [Ttief 
her bi/ the arm, and takes a key out of his pocket] C* 
in there. 

Mo<r. No, sir, 

M'Gil Go in. 

Enter Charlev. 

Char* What's the matter, sir ? I 

APGH, Hire's a younr: l^^dy won't be lockM ap- f 



ENEI. 



nL3C3USn 



Char. Oh Ve. M:« 'r:i 

,al*sso 'inrriS'aaL.- » * - 

3/*Gi.". ^o t 2. -!.-• 

set uto.i V''iii. ii;j-e«' - • 

ou vO'ias "jrL:e:'.-«c2. : 
_ - -- . 

ou'ii ca"^ » ''si-- .=^ 
P*i.o .• -^: - 

I ■ r 

3/C.. .- r 

ha!' :: c i- 

Ioq'i c-'V- -r :.- 
310 ^ - 

:he p»ar.'- i ' •-. 
[ have '. 

Che- 

I scar.* v.. :.. 

of L^.-i :• . 
aa n:vt "1 :.♦■ 

Hia»rl V. 1. - . 

pra :-.:». .;r- .- . 

bov — ^a«i 



• 



J', .ft' 
■1 ' . . 



■aid u '.vir.*^:. 
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Shelty's grandmother being a witch — Ha, hi^ ha! 
I'm strangely tickled with the thought. 

SheK [^tVithoutJ] Suppose he is busy ? 

Benin. [Wiihoui.] Well, PU tell my Masure. 

CfMr. Ha, ha, ha ! And here conies Shelty in tbe 
nick, to help my project ! Ha, ha, ha ! Tu try it 
however. 

M*Gil. [Without.] 1*11 break your bones ! 

Benin. [Without] Me don't care— Oh ! [CrfM§] 

Char, Hey ! what now. 

M<Gil [ Without.'] An impudent scoundrel I FiU 

Char, Here he comes, and in as rare a humoorfiir 
my purpose— If I can but make him give her op to 
Shelty ! Once she's out of these doors^ I haTO mj 
dear girl. 

Enter M'Gilpin in a violent ragCf and Benin crypy* 

M*GiL You villain I you shouldn't have intenopt- 
ed me at study — No, not for the Lord Advocate of 
Scotland ! 

Benin. [Crying,] Why, Massere, I did tought**— • 

M'Gil, Will you prate ? Interrupted for Shelty ? 

[Looki ini^Jffifi 

Char. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Benin. I Apart to Charley.] You may laagb! 
Massere never beats'you— Oh ! Eh, do, he did tamp* 
me ! " 

Char. [Aside.] This may give a lift to my acbeme. 
[Apart to Benin ] No, Benin, master never beats m^ 
because when I find he's in a passion I never answei 
bim. 

Benin* He ! if it saves me a beating I will not 
make him no answer* 

Char, Don't you know he's an orator, and likw to 
have all the talk to himself? 

Benin. Ha, ha, ha ! then he shall — ^Thank yei Cb^ 
ley — Ha, ha, hal when I find he raise his voioe|i 
will no answer him-*-Ha« ha, ha ! {E^ 



M'G'ii- 1 wraJe' te fa« *« *• "^ «" 
iniomjF hiMwi 
Ciar. Suw fw b-If I a> taWBfc ^« •rtfr 

cy Miiib.)-Ay. ■• »*» •^■** y" **~ 

he W the Bwwlo briif j« •*■». 

CAar. A«4 yt^ I •■•!**". I l«S* • • 
food in ib» vn «r di «wA a^ I m 
Stiellv'i intent-U bi mil— 

«^ tt," Mh Bjr tdwt 4 to fa iaaa^ 

Cbr. Kok kr, It <■ fli Aarirfi^^i^r* 



ina.d _ 
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Enter Sheltt with great amsequenee. 

She!. Where's M'Gilpin ? 
Char, You don't meaQ my master, Shelty ? 
SheL The master now has a Blaster. 
M'GU. What's that, sirrah ? 
ShdL Only the kicker shall be kicked— Laird Do- 
nald's come; fine overhaiiUng of accowits, master 
Steward ! Now the eagle'^ pounced, yoa'il have aoofl- 
thing else to do than brooding over your tender 
chick, my old cock. 

M*GU. Ay, though you'd take the chick from tbe 
roost; ay, from under my wing, you most caitiff 
hawk i yet you shall never prevent me ffeiii-^y» 
spite of your arts, the old cock will crow. 

SheL ljt^% hear you. 

Char* [Apart to M'Gilpim.] You see by bis ion* 
lence he's conscious of his power. 

M'GU. I do. 

Char. Forbear ! [To Shelty.] 

SheL Forbear ! 

Char. You know I know your business* 

Sliel, Business ! True ; you know I'm a piper. 

M^GiL Keep off— if you dare use your infernal 
•cissars ! 

Shel, I've no scissars; but I have — look here— 1 
know you'll be hatching up a story to Laird Donald 
but if you dare open your lips to the prejudice of me 
or my daddy — see — let this keep you silent, — [SA«w 
his Stick,] IMl— Oh ! by the 

Char, He says that [Pointing to Sheltt's Stich 
shall make you silent. [Apart to M'Gilpin.] 

M'GiL Keep off your baleful yew— 

Shel. Tm as good as you. 

M*GiL Silver'd in the moon's eclipse ! 

SheL Moon's eclipse !— he's touched. 

M'diL Am I } Has he ? 

Char. Harii'ee, Shelty, dare to come near my ma: 



SCEHE U UK MtaSLMa 



ter witii jom mmatt tw^ ubbl, jdbk. T1. .maa. yva 
and it to tilt an i« 

SieL Kkx Bfc. -phi: iuLK 
Chakixt vci ltd 2t<^L it. fts 

M*GiL Tc- urn. mx: v^u. ijol sn itsst 




[Ci 

Yoo are a dnv mvv iud 

[Cbahxt firoQca s^Ezrr A 5ri 
Mies flEsci &S3!ii^ otf jwyjs. st ^i a. r 

DCTer nw ^£b nip 

is — the kaare ! Si, jeri sn 

lider — Call Ecsol 'C 

ti^.] Wbv dec*: jjs caL luo. 

Zounds, fimi 1 ca^it 

iools ai Cbaklet, n 

knr, what is be at r It Iksul ^^ 

an'i I worthy of aa 

doini if you suud 

£b«,.why — he cao'i 

indeed, I saw Sfadty 

«»4Hii it's impooibie 

believe but yos 

pen opoo ne— C« 

tUDt say in fikun, 

do^ Mr M«Giipui^— 4r4fiMPftfiii. ji^a^iicai. 

£b, poor Chariey ! £»», Ik jua KSi!« jmv y^ ^^^ 

—I won't htiitfe k^-^m mrn^tuf^f ^^^^< ^m>w r 

on myself; bot tbea, wic« i ippr fiM. ^0^^90/^40^ - 

if I lose my Toice, I ^m^iL ve iu vt*7 t^ -<a ^t^ 

Speaker — ^lil ▼enton— ¥«, Csfi^b^. n^stft sm^ ^ 

that stick and toodi ih ma i^.^-^tg^t lifH0^\ vrr 

jCaAMLKT kds kirn vtr§ J^^iitl^^ Ihmm 

(moagh to kaock z tmati 

x2 
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Char, Ob, if I never recover my voice, I am i 
miserabie being! 

M'GU. Wby, yon have, you rogue — I heart! you 
gpeak then very plain. 

Char. Eh ! now ray master's lips move as if he 
was talking. 

M'GU. Ha, ha, ha ! why I am talking, you Forf ! 

Char. Yes, they buII move, but no 9i>uiid— Eh! 
perhaps 1 fnay now have recovered my voice hy the 
Hiick touching my maaier — Oh true, ijhelly Lulil me 
the dumbne.>ii was Iransferable. 

M'Gil. Traiisferabk ! the dumbnt is— What's lh« 
you say. boy ' 

Char. Yes, by the moiion of his lips, the poor 
tlrnian tbinUs heV spealiing. 

AfGil. Speaking ! Zounds, l'ml»wllng! I 
believe but I'm heard — Sirrah ! I'll — 



rpy 






Enler Bej 



)w I'll we if [Aiide.] — Hei«, you tcoundrel I Ho 
^fim bear me ? [ Very loud.] 

" Tank you, Charley ! 

[Exit without looting at M-Oitriif. . 

M'Gil, Ay — it's plain — I can't make myself be 
heard — Oh! I've lost my voice! IVcr^ hud.'i Bm, 
rounds 1 it cau't be ! This may be a confederacy — 
bol hold — if an — my daughter can't be in the ploi, ai 
nobody could have spoke to her since I locked her op 
here within — True, and even the window is nailed 
down — I'll see if the can hear me, lUnloch the door 
and goes in, 

C'/inr, Oh the plague ! now Moggy'll answer him, 
and overtbrow all my magic, 

Mog. [Peeps out of the Pi-css.] Charley! 

CAnr. You there! Oh— the— Why, I beliera ihe 
black gentleman bas been at work in earnest. How 
ihe deuce got you VbcTe^ 



ha, ha, ha! why, you're hammiiiK Mw »»i»'^l)r » »^'»» 
only f?et him oat of the way, uml nil wm g»i. 

C*ar. Pop ID— here he ciirfiw*. J^ 

Now, if I cau but get' 

Re-'Cnter M'Gilpin in a great rage and oHcmthmenl, 

M'GU. She's gone !— 1 shall go mail ! He has got 
her out ; but how ? No other way but the chimney 
or the key-hole — How the de?il ! — Blen an ! Yes, if 
Shelty could cany her off when here — I founil th'^ 
door locked — I can no longer doubt his poner to 
take my speech — (>h i I'm a most miserable old gen^ 
tieman ! I'm in grief, and nobody to pity me— I com* 
plain, and none can hear my lamentations! \i¥eqfi,\ 
JEh ! But — hold ! — ^As Charley recoverefl by my get- 
ting the dumbness, I can as easily transfer it to some- 
body else, and so recover my own voice, ha, h% ha f 
Pshaw ! except his taking Moggy, if this is the war ft, 
a fig for his power ! ha, ha, ha ! I've a great mind t/^ 
return it again to Charley, ha, ha, ha ! But his voicf? 
wiH be necessary to explain my accounts to Laird 
]>0Bakl. 

Cliar. Well, sir, what does Miss Moggy say to her 
lover^s tricks ? 

M*GiL Pshaw ! This fool tantalizing me with ques- 
tions, when he knows I can't make him hear my 
answers ! Who shall I confer this favour on ? — Eh ! 
•—Ay !— Stupid Benin ; the blackamoor has little oc- 
casion for bis guttural soundsi 

Enter Bbniii. 

Benin, Sir, here's Laird Donald. [Very ftubmisahdy^ 

M*GiL Oh dear! I must recover my tongue to 

Calk him over ! Yes, I'll give my dumbness to Benin 

^—Dam'me, I'll bang you into silence, my double- 

dyedj swarthy acquaiataace. \.Takc& tkc ^lick Jt^m 
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miserable b *» * i'hooo'd rf Kb » WW—? 

SC£N£ IL— Landscape 

Enter Captain Dasb oiu/ Seijeant Jack. 

Cop^. Ha, ha, ha ! Wei), Jack» oar Boccesi u e^of 
beyond my expectation. 

Serf, i'fe done my bes^ becaaie I undertook tbt 
thing ; but under a false hope trepanning the poor 
fellowA from their homes and families-— Excuse me, 
but I can't enjoy the prosperity that's built on (be 
distresses of another. 

Capi, Psha ! damn your nonsense I What the deril 
18 come to you ? This Sandy is-— -^Oh, have yos 
seen his Jenny i 

&erj. Yes ! I've seen her« and I wi^h she was his. 

Capt» Wish she was his 1 Very civil, whpn yoa 
know I love her to distraction — Hey — what's here? 

Enter Moggy, dressed as a HigUander. 

Mog* I beg your honour's pardon ; but hasn't ypar 
honour listed one Sandy Frazer? 

Capt, Yes, my lad ; and Til list you too. 

Serj. Yes j we'll jist you if you're willing. 

Mug, Ii's for that Vpa. come, if you'll take me k 
my brot tier's place ? 

SetJ. Why, IS Sandy your brother? 

Mog. Yes sir» he is ; and jthe eldest of eight little 
brothf^rs an sisters, not oue of 'em but me able to 
earn a morse of bread for themselves — Oh, merciiulf 
good captain ' take m ^ud dibt barge br.i her $apdy! 
i)b ! [Cries.] 

Capt. Ua, ha. ^^^ * vou jr^ung dog ! do you think 




MOf «*;- '-t * 




olber op^^/i w«.»iiy f'^r you' >^ir-iuj*-« . 
Sfr;. Yes; aod for ruuf uvinai" . , 

GyM. Humanity !— 'J-L •— j/^ t-^^'-* . '•• ". 

OGGT.] 

A/flgf. Sir, Ptc railed » iiii** '^' '/ »- '^• 
seilicg fome of our stocK , j1 Um^ <«^ >«*' 
my deficiency li'A 1 grow bigger i 

Seij. [J^/oayiOJ^.] Hey, money! 

Gotpr. Money ! [Z)rat05 Acr /o Aim.] 

Afc^. YeSf sir; if you will accept this forty pounds 

i me, in the place of my brother Sandy — Oh, 

fthy, noble gentleman 1 you'll tee what a j^ood 

e soldier Til make in time. 

CapU Ell — ^in — time— [LooA:s a% her\ forty pounds.^ 

Saj. And this younker will grovi taller. 

Mog. Oh yes, sir, I intend to grow a deal taller. 

SONG. 

ThoQ^h I am now a very little lad. 

If Ajibtliig men caaoot be had, 

¥oT waut of a belter 1 may do 

To follow the bo>B with the rat-tnt-too. 

1 may sccin tender, yet I'm tough, 

And though not much of ine, I'm right goad stiiflTi 

Of thin I'll boabt. May nioie vrhu ran, 

1 never was afraid to st*e myiman. 

I'm a chlcka<bi(hi> — see 
Take me now, now, now, 

A merr> little he 
For >oar row, dow, dow, 
Promi Be&b Tjl knock about, oYi, t\\nf?«VBk'^ y\^ \ 
^yilb my kuuptuck ui m^ back \\\x a voi\ik^\»^'l> 
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The .i^. ..^ou. J««pP»f? •■^TWli «-. 
l-vcD Tuilu Td drfWYuce Uirkey-cockiy 
Wherever qnartrred I shall be. 
Oh zoiutds ! how III kin my landlady. 

1*01 a chicka^blddy, &c« 



Capt Ha, ha, ha!— Well, my little— tall bo?. 
[Wrtt<!S in his pocket-book, and tears a Leaf out, w 
he gives to Moggy.] Ha, ha, ha ! There^ your bi 
ther Sandy's discharge— 1 take your forty pounds 
^here's a shilling. 

Mog A shilling ! generous captain ! Thank ] 
sir—this paper — What a present tor my poor Jeon 
[Aside with jot/.] 

SerJ Sir, we're lucky rogues ! This forty pom 
comes o us must dpropos. [Apart to Captain]' 

Cap Mr hat do you mean, tellow ? fVe, and t 
In profit 1 am solus.— [To Moggy. j Noiv yoa aret 
king's man. 

Mog. iind, Sandy is his own. 

Enter Shelty, and Sandy as a Recruit* 

Mog. [Giving Sandy the Paper she received Jrwn 
Captain,] There's your discharge, Sandy ; no nv 
the kiog's, you're now only Jenny's maiu 



poor Shelty the Scotch piper, still your hombte ter* 
Tant to command. {Bows to them*) And whether I tap 
the barrel or tone my chaonter— Hey 1 neighbour^^ 
neighboars ! Come, let's all be merry. 



FINALE. 

Smufy. 
Come, sprightly Lowland loiiy 

Shelit^. 

AodHigfalaocI 
Lad, trip here lajefial glcei 

GentSe wiadf, from erary iilaad 
Waft beartf merry, blHIw, and fn$ i 

Shdty. 

AftShdtj'f beate 
la gay caroaie 
Toor hoan captoy, 

Ob, wdl laid, bay t 

Sajetiilt* 
Ta wifb tbe ^assji fafbf lata aad Jay* 
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Charley. 

Vm wattt dear lass, J^^'H goTcrn rarel jt 
Ldve and hononr Fll obey*' 

Sanffym 
If or marriage ehaia. 

Shdfy, 
Nor bit nor reia* 

• 

Tlie dence a bit. 
A fanetome tit* 

Gadsoolort poor ben-pe$k*d Cbarley f 

M^Gilpin. 
A wise man 1/ my child^s a wit* 

Whiskey^ &e. 

Sandy. 

The topcb of love by capid lighted|, 
Never shall eztingaisned lie i 

Jienny. 

True TOWS at ])ymen*i altar plightei} 
Rosy hours the luiot shall tie, 

Sandy. 
Earnest this* - 

«/€}ll^« 

Of heaTenly bills. 

Btaki 
My. only love^ 

JU'Gilpin. 
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Sweet bloiBOBiy ne'er be blighted ! 

M*G»pm. 
She'll coo like any turtle dove. 

Whiskey^ &c. 

Setjeant. 

Old Neptune's arms the globe embraclngi 

In his grasp can kiogdomi hem, 
iSreat Jove opon his finger placing 
Albion's isle, a radiant gem $ 
Oh, ever shine. 
In rajs divine 
Shed lustre round. 
And thus enthroM, 
Royal George with years increasing. 
With each blessing e?er crown'd. 

Whiskey, &c. 

[Excuni. 
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TWO STRINGS TO YOUR BOW. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Don Pu>iu>'« Home 

m 

Enter Don Sancbo, Don Pedbo» and Borachio* 

Don S. Here's my hand* Ig it a bargain ? 

Don P. Certainly — ^we'H haye the wedding to- 
night The youDg couple are so much in love^ they 
will be ^lad to dispense with ceremony-'-it really 
looks as if heaven had a hand in this match^ for if 
young Felix had not died so commodiously at Sala? 
manca, we could never have been brothers-in-law. 

Bora. Bless me, your honoarl is poor Don Felix 
dead then ? he was a merry yonng gentleman— I'm 
sorry for it with all my soul 

Don P. Ay, he is as dead as King Philip the Se- 
cond — ^but did yon know Don Felix ? 

Bora, As well as any hogshead in my cellar— I 
have kept a tavern three years at Salamanca, and h 
was my constant customer. I kneNv W vs^^x xs^*^*! 
a 6rave mettied damsel, thai m^<3L^ tio tciqt^ ^^ ^'^^ 
ping oa a pair of b^eeck^^ %.ivdL iX\%!^vo9 
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back, than if she had oerer been laced ia stays, 
encumbered with a petticoat. 

Don P. Well, now she may give a more Free scope 
to her frolics, for she has no brother left to restrain 
her. We seat for you, Borachio, to provide the wed- 
ding dinner. Let things be as they should be. 

Bora, Never trouble your head about it. I'll set 
you out such a repas^~tbe first course shall be as 
substantial as the bridegroom, aud the second as d^ 
licate as the bride— then for nines and a desert ! I 
don't care if you ask all the Benedictines to sit ia 
judgment upon their flavour and freshness. 

Enter a Servant Maid. 
Maid. Sir, there's a servant of a strange gentlen 
who has a message for you. 

Han P. What does he want with me 
Maid. He will not tell his busioess to any one b 
your worship. He has been tooling with me t'" 
am tired with him. 

Don P. fiid him come in. [_Exti Maid, 

Don S. Can you guess what business a stranger 
can have with you ? 

Dsn P. Ay, I suppose the old business — some 
needy spendthrift, who lias lost his purse at the ga- 
ming-table, and wants to try if I am fool enough to 
lake a liking to him, and tend him as much more up* 
on his no security. 

Enter Lazarillo and Maid. 
Iiaior. I have the honour to be, gentlemen, «« 
the most profound respect, your honour's most faiV 
ful, obsequious, and obedient humble servant. 

Don S. This fellow begins his speech like the cii^ 
elusion of a letter. 
Don P. Have you any business with me, I 
Lazar. May 1 take v,\i« Vvbtw.-i x-'i^^-jw 
t j0 question \ 
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Don P. Ay, what is it ? 

Lazar. Pray, who may tlial pretty, plump, cherrj 
cheeked, round- hipped, buiom, genteel, li 
Wrn'd, black-eyed dambel be ? 

Don P. What business is it of yours ^ she*! my! 
daughter's rnaid. 

Lazar. I wish your honour much joy of her. 

Dan P. What does the I'cllow mean P to your bu- 
siness, friend — who are you ? what do you want wilb 
me i who do you belong to i 

Latar. Softly, softly, sir : three questions in * 
breath are too much for a poor mao like me to ai^ 
awer all at once. 

Don P. [To Don S.) I don't know what to maks 
of this fellow — 1 believe he is none of the wisest. 

Don S. I should rather suspect he was none of tbs 
bonestest. 

Lazar, Are you married, my pretty lass ? 

Don P. What would the fellow be at >. what'* 
your business, I say ? 

tiOtar. Sir, to answer your questions— ia the first 
place, 1 am my master'a servant. [To the MuitU'\ 
And tny pretty one, as I was going to tell you, if the 
Don had not interrupied me — 

Don P. Who the devil is your master ^ 

Lazar. He's a strange gentleman, sir, who has m 
•tioDg inclination to pay your worship a visit. [Ta 
the J^aid.} And now as to the little affair between 

Don P. Who is this strange gentleman f what bu- 
uness has he with me ? 

Lazar, Hit, he is the noble Bon Feliic de Silva, of 
Salamanca, who waits below to have the supreme fe- 
- lidty of kissing your honour's hand, and has sent me 
before to make his compliments to you. [To ike 
Maid,] Well, my dear, have you thought of >.l\c ijto- 
posail do you think me shocking* 
J^OH I'. Miad me, fellow— wbal u vVua -ijiM. lA'i'^ 
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Laear. Sir, if you are curious lo know particnten 
about me, I am Lazarillo, of Valencia, ai hooen a 
tittle fellow, though 1 say it, that should not say it, 
»i ever rode before a portmanteaa. {To the Maid\ 
What I pride myself for, more ihan any other rood 
<]UBlity, is, that 1 am the adorer, and faithful liaie 
«f your dirine and insurmountable beauty. 

iJonJ*. Turn this way, booby — you are either drunk 
er mad — why, Don Felix, of Salaniancaj is dead. 

{ExitMaiL 

Ltuar. Dead ! 

Don S. You may get aaother master, honest friend, 
for poor Don Felis has no occasion for you. 

Lazar. This is strange news. It must be a very 
sudden death — perhaps it was only bis ghost that 
Jitred me, but I never saw any thing so like a living 
creature ; he gave me a rap over the shoulders just 
now, that I thought felt very natural. If he is really 
a ghost, he won't dare to pretend he's alive, and tell 
a lie before so much good company, \Esit- 

Don P. What do you think of thb rascal ? Is l» 
■Ift knave, or a fool ? 

If Bora. To my thinking, he's a brewing of both. 
I Don S. To my poor thinking, he's crazy. 

Don P. 'Fore heaven, brother-in-lan that is to be, 
if Don Felix should be alive, we two shoold make 
but a silly figure. 

Re-enter Lazarillo. 

Lazar. Truly, gentlemen, this a but indifferent 
treatment for a stranger, to tell a poor servant like 
me that his master was dead, 

Don P, So he is, I say. 

Lazar. And 1 say ihat he is not only alive, but in 
good health, sound as a biscuit, and sprightly as 
champaigne— and a,l lb\a ntomevit. ia ready to 
in, and give you ptooi 'foiwwft ^i-j ^«m »«ti 
light. 
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Von S. What. D™ Felix I 

Lazar. Ay, Dod Feli.K. 

Don P. De Silva ; 

Lazar. Ay, De Silva. 

Don S. Of Salapi&nca ? 

Lazar. Ay, ol' Salamanca. 

Don P. I would reconimend to you, friend, to lose 
a little blood, and have your bead shaved — you are 
mad. 

Lazar. This is eoough to make me so ; I say he if' 
below at thia moment nailing in the parlour. 

Don P. I'll break your head, you rascal. 

Don S. Keep ywir lemper. Slay, let us 
impostrir, who calls himself Don Felix. Bid biiu 
iraik up stairs. 

Don P. Ay, ay, you're right — let's see this resur- 

Lasar. In a twinkling. [Exit UzAfc 

Don 5. This is some sham, some cheat j bat I 
think we sha'n't be easily imposed upon, 

Don P. Let me alone, let me alone, he must nie 
early, broiher, who makes a tool of Don Pedro. 
Enter Donn4 Clara, in Mm's Clotkes. 

Clara. Sipnior Don Pedro, after the many polite 
Jetters I have received from you, I could little ex- 
pect such extraordinary ttealment, to be kept half 
an hour cooling my heels among muleteers and lac- 
Dan P. Sir, I humbly ask your pardon. Bat nay 
J take the liberty to crave your name, or title i ' 

Clara, My name, sir, is Don Felix de Silva. 

Don P. Of Salamanca? 

Clara. The same. 

Bora, [jlside.] Ha, what's this P tvby this is Donna 
Oara, the sister of Felix : let's see what will be the 
end of this. 

ffoi P. I'm struck dumb wilU o,ia%z%ta«n\ 



1 

I 

I 



204 TWO tTRlMOS TO YOtXB BOW. ACT I. 

rejoice to see you safe and founds which, indeed, k a 
little extraoidiDary, considering we had heard ^ 
was dead and buried. [Aside to Don Sam.] I wish, 
with all my heart, he was under ground. 

Clara, It was reported, I know, that I was dead; 
hut in fact, I only received a flesh wound io a ^bf* 
tel ; a fainting 6t succeeded the loos of blooil, and 
gave occasion to the report of my death: but lbs 
moment I recovered strength enough to travd, 1 
mounted my horse, and set out to pay my Mpac(«» 
and keep my ensagement. 

Don P. I redly don't know what to say to it: 
vou have the appearance of a gentleman ; hut I htfe 
Kad such assurances that Don Felix was dead» tba^ 
unless I have some strong proofs to the oootiaiy— ' 
you'll pardon me, sir, — I mean no hann-— but, vnAy, 
in a matter of this consequence, a little cautioiiy yw 
know— 

dara. Sir, you're perfectly right ; hot here ire 
proofs— here are no less than four letteni This is 
from the governor of the Bank— you know the baod 
and seal, I suppose. 

Bora. [To Clara ] Sir, will you permit me to con« 
gratulatc you upou your recovery, and your arrival in 
Granada ? 

Clara. [Aside^] Ha ! confusion ! my old host of Sa- 
lamanca — he'll certainly know and will discover wt, 
I think I recollect you, friend. 

Bora. I believe you may, your honour; myfsce 
is no stranger at Salamanca ; Joseph Borachio is as 
well known as the high road to Madrid. 

Clara, True, true, I knew I was acquainted with 
you — hark ! a word— don't betray me, and this pone 
has a twin brother as like it — 

[Aside to Boaacita 

Bora, Never fear, madam : there's somethifig 90 
engaging in your countenance, and so persuaslti ia 
your manner, that 1 would as soon pull dowa boy 



SCfcRE T. TWO ^TniNGS TO YOUR BOW. Hi 

■ign as discover yoo. [^Aside to Cl»»a,] Alo*id^-t 
•m, for want of a beller, the masier of itw Eagl«, 
ban] by : atid will bo bold to say, ihal, for good 
treatment, soft beds, wboleaome food, and old wine, 
Joseph Borat'hio will not give the wall to aiiy pub- 
lican in tir.'tnada. 

Clara. Get your best apartments re&ily, and PR 
order my baggage there. 

Dm P. Why, certainly these lelters are addreuel 
to Don Felix; but there are ways, you know, or get- 
ting nnotber man's letttra — at the same time, sir^ 

Clara. Nay, sir, il' you itill doubt, hero'* my old 
acquaintance, Jxaeph Burachin, be koowK me ; I tu^ 
piise you'll take bia irord, though you seem a littl* 
■Dxplcious of mine. 

Bora. Lord, sir, 111 gi»e iny nalh to him. fAtide.l 
1*11 tell twenty lies every bill I hrini^ tip for h■II'a(toU 
lar, and the devil's in my conjiciencc if I can't tell 
one for a pnrsv of Joubtoont. [Exit. 

Don P. Sir, 1 ask a thousand pardon* t iny doubU 
are rati 1 shed ; you certainly are Don FeliK. fiTtf 
Dos San.] What do you think of this, brother' 
thai was to be ? 

Don S. Why I think it is a little unlucky, that th» 
dead shouM get out of their graves to prevent otir 
being lelatioDt. 

Enler Feroinakd and Leomoia. 

Zicon. Did you send for me, father i 

Dtm P. I did send for you, my dear ; but m 
ate a linle changed within tbiH halt-hour. 

C^orti, Is that young lady your dau|jhler> 
Pedro? 

JDon P. Ay, sir, that ts roy daoghier. 

Clara. This ibeo is the young lady I mnU psy my 
addreMes lo — I hope, madam, ibe consent of oar fa- 
milies to my bappiotsi, has ma4t ati mAwwwii** 
tfpnmiaa a^iuM the (*eivm ot ^wjt WnvVw ws^'M*- 
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Leon. What can [ say lo him — yes, sir — no, wr— 

Clara, An odd reception ! — yes, sir — no. «ir— 
pray, sir, [Jo Don Pedro.] how am 1 to undcrslaad 
the lady ? 

Diya P. She's a little bashtbl at present — she'll be 
more intelligible by and by — she is uoi much ac- 
fjuiunted with you yet — ehe'll cume lo presently, 

Ctara. I hope so — tbis gentleman [To Febdinasd.] 
I suppose, is a friend of the family — a near relation. 

Ftr. A friend of the family certainly ; but no other 
way a relation, than as I am to call tbis lady my 

Don S. Right ! stick to that — don't give np yoQr 
pretensions — my boy has spirit— that young coxcomb 
won't carry it so swimmingly. \_Ande. 

Clara, How's this i 1 don't understand you, air, — 
your wife l — what, does that lady intend to have two 
husbands i 

Don P. Youn<; gentleman, pray conie with me ', 
here has been a small mistake. Your supposed death 
.—but I'll explain every thing to you within — depend 
I ^ipon it I flbill fulfil my engai^ments. 
( Fer. But hark'ee, ur, I suppose you are a cara- 
Uer of honour, and don't imagine that the aflections 
of a young lady are thrown into the bargain when 
the old folks are pleased to strike up a contracU— 
you'll ask Donna Leonora's consent, I hope. 

Ckra. I don't know tbaL People of fashion rieyer 
embarrass themselves with such vulgar ideas. Law- 
yen do ail that's necessary on such occasions ; if tht 
conveyances are right, aHection and that old stniC 
follow of course, you know. 

Don S, 1 suppose he'd marry a mermaid if there 
was a good fishing bank entailed upon ber. 

Clara. Sir, I have not been so unsuccessful in gal- 
lantry, as to appiehend that the lady will ol^ect to 
me, 

Fer. Sir, I perceive ■^0')' Vwt ». ^sm-j ^wwotK-s 
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opinion of ]nMiraeir;biit it would be more lo tbepocrl 
iwae if yan could persuade the bdy to have the aun*. 
partiality. But, sir, a woid io toot car. Yoa wd Q 
must talk of this matter in «DOtber place ; ytn nod' ' 
■land me. {ToiuAct kii Steord. and «._. 

Don S. Bravo ! well laid— he** a chip of the oMfl 
block — Don Pedro, or brotber-io-law that wa» >o b«^ 4 
yon and I mutt talk of tba mactei in aiwtber pbe» 4 
>— you uniJeiBtaod me. 

(7(wcAu kit Saord, and Etit. 

Don P. Oh Lord ! oh Lord I 

Clara. But, cbanning Leonora, tbe<« gallants an 
so warm, they have not allowed you an opponunHj' 
to speak for youraelf. What do yoa fay to me, fair 



Leoa. I say tbat 1 look at you with liorror, and 
that my etil genius sent yoa here to destroy my ba^ 
piness. [ Em, 

Don P. What will become of me ■ I shall Uve a 
qoarrf I mlh that old ruffian in spile of me. 1*11 after 
bim, and try what can be done with my daughter by 
coaxing: if thai fails, i must evea have recourse to 
tbe old laibprly expedients of locking up, and a diet 
of bread and water. 

Ckra. Hold a moment — for heaven's sake no harsb- 
nesB. Leave your daughter lo me a little time, and 
my atteotion may, perhaps, bring her to reason. Bot 
in the interim, sir, as I have occasion for some ready 
cash, and my letters ol credit are upon you, I miiA 
trouble you for two hundred pistoles. 

Don P With pleasure, sir. I have not so much ca^ 
about me, but if you will uke the trouble just to step 
into the nest street — 

Clara. I am much obliged to you, and will take the 
liberty lo send my serrant. I cap depend upon his 
honesty. ^Eieus*. 
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SCENE U^CMnges to the Hot4. 
Enter Bohachio- 
Bora. Well, I know not how this will «n<l for olhtc 
folks, but it baa had a very promisiag bcginaing lor 
me ttlrcady — a liundred pistoles for beepinei & seorei, 
nhich 1 could not get a maravedi fur diacovering. 
Then there can be do fault fuund with my charges 
ar my entertainment, tliuugh I serve up crons far par- 
tridges, and a delicate ram-cat lor a frka&ee <rf ra.b' 
bits. Bui here comes my adventurer. 

Enlcr to him Cl*ra. 

Clara. Borachio ! a word with you I As you know 
who I am, 'tis lo no purpose to make a secret of soy 
part of my history : my brother, you know, is dead, 
nieil at Salamanca ; but you don't yet uoderitand why 
I have assumed his tex and cbaracier. 

Bora, I gljall be glad to learn ji, my sweet yomg 
lady \ especially if 1 can be of any tervice to you> 

Clara. My poor brother made loo free with 80D»e 
choice wine at a vento near Salamanca. Octavio,my 
lover, happened to be of the parly ; a (juarrel ensued 
between my brother's company and a selof stranger*, 
who had just arrived at the same place ; in the fray 
ray brother was rtin through the body, and left dead 
on the spot j the ulficers of justice had orders lo search 
for, and seize all who were preaeni as principals in the 
mutder; to avoid the pursuit, Ouiavio, as 1 was iu- 
funueil, fled hither; and with tlie wardrobe, creden- 
tiaU, and the name of my brother, here I have fbl- 
loM'eil bim. 

Bora. Ay, madam, you was always a young lady 
of spirit, and 'egad ■ 1 love spirit : aud though I was 
never to touch a p\sui\c ot \\ve. oiiKt ^■ne. ^ou was 
pJeased to promise me, I vion\i T.n ma™ vi^&. -j^t 
secret than IwouldwUm^ g4e4\aai'5'™ivMwi«..Vw« 
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I turn Alicant iDto Eurgundy, and sour cj-der 
ChampagDe of the first growth of France. 

Clara. I rely upon you. But I wish to see my 
apartment ; pray enquire for ray servaat, and bid him 
coia« tome iminediHtely. 1 ordered him to wait for me 
near the Prado. 

Bern. May I ask where you picked up that fellow ? 

Clara. 1 found him on my journey. He's an odd 
mixture of nimplicity and cunning; but I have no 
reason to suspect his honesty, and that's the quality 
for which at present 1 have most occasion. [Exaint, 

SCENE m.—A Hall tn the Hotel. 
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Lazar. My master desired me to wait for him la 
the Btreet, hut I see no sign of him — 'tis tvrelve by 
the clock, but by n-.y guts at least four. There is 
no watch, clock> or pendulum in the city, that point* 
to the dining hour with more certaiDly than the rac- 
chanism of my bowels : I feel a craving that must be 
satisfied. Odzooks ! what a delicate flavour of roast, 
boiled, and baked, issues from these purlieus ! the 
very smell n enough to create an appetite. Ay, that 
way lies the kitchen — 1 know it by the attraction o( 
the odour. I'll down — but hold, sot a sous, by Fof 
tune ; my purse is as empty as my belly. 

nter Octavio, a drunken Porter Jbllou/'mg with a 
Porlmatiteau, 
:. Come along, you drunken rascal ! 
, hot a step further without payment, 
vcia. Why> scoundrel ! would you have your hire 
before you earn it i 

For, Ay, that I would— as I'd like to make sure of 
my straw belure I waa to sleep on it — pay Bie direct- 
ly, or here I elick as last as amuitM^Vo'^^f*'^"*" 
the mire. 
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^^^Satter Octavio, a drunken Porter Jbllovimg teith tc ^M 

^^^^^ Portmanteau, ^M 

^^^■plB. Come along, you drunken rascal ! ^M 

^^^for, hot a step further without payment, ^| 

" ■ "" ■ ' ' ' ■ ' "^Ire 

of 

ct- ' 

J 



B|0 1W0 iTRiMGS TO rouB sow. u 

' Octa. Carry in llie portmanteai]— iherr'^ the dwi, 
carry iit the portmaiiU'au — 'lis uollhree yanb,yoaiat 

Poi: Sot ID your teetb — pay me. 

[Tlirovis dotm the potimaittM, 

Lazar. What's this! eg'^d, I may ^et something 
by it — it has an omen of dinner — 1 amell betrf id ' 
lOoes up to the Porter.] Why, you drunken, stagger- 
ing, sputtering beast of bufkn, with two legs and no 
conscience, how dare you prate so saucily to a gentle- 
man i reel off. or I'll teach you manners. 
[BeiUs offike Porter, and then carries in the portntarUeau. 

Ocla- A good smart fellow— that looks like a wH 
T he has no niasier, I'll hire him. ■ 



kr 



Re-eater Laz*iiiu.o. 



e hither, frienfl — do you knon me i 
Lazar. No, sir, I only know that you are a gentle, 
man — thnt is. I don't kitiw yau are a gentkAiau, but 
I have a strong suspicion of it. Vou look for all the 
world as if you would not let a man who wanted his 
dinner, and had au excellent stomach, go wiihotit it. 
Ocia. Are you acquainted with the tavern ? 
Lazar, I think i am very well acquainted with it. 
The cellars are full of old wine, the larder full of buu 
Cher's meat and poultry — 'twould niakea man's month 
wai^r but to look at them. Sir, dues your honour 
iniell nothing? ' 

t Ocla. Sniell ! — do. 

I Laxar. Lord bless me, sir! why, there arc such 
tteams from savoury pies, such a funieite from plump 
partridges, and roasting pigs, that I think I can dis- 
tinguish them as easily as X know a rose from a pink, 
or jonquil from a cauliUower. 

Octa. Are you at present in service ? have you any 
master * 
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Octa. Yoa seem to be a ready intelligent fellow— 
will you be my strvam ? 

Lnvir. \MII 1 eat m ticn I'm hungry } nill I tle«p 
when I'm weary ? ran your honour duubt it? cooi- 
mand me, sir, from one extrrniity of ihe kingdom to 
ihe other; i^ive mt- but as mnch as will betpcold air 
out of my stomacli, anil I ran never lire in your ser- 
vice. Then, as tor wat:es. to be sure my last master 
waa svcry pricitfly sort of ageniletnan — be gate me, 

(kta. No maner wliat — 1 stia'o'l be more dilficult 
t(t piea%, or less gcueroua to reward, than he was. 
What's your name? 

laxar. Lazarillo, sir. 

(kta. I will employ you immediately. Co to tba 
post-house — take this piitole — eii<]uire if there ar« I 
any letters for Don Octavio, of Salamanca, and bring I 
them here to me. [Octavio goei in, 

Lazabillo alone. 

Well done, Lazarillo ; between two stools they say 

a certain part of a man comes to the grnoiid ; but *tia I 

hard, indeed, if I don't take care of myself between ] 

two masters. 

Enter to him Clmis and Bobaoiio. 

Clara. So, my gentleman, this is your atte 
my coiiimands ? I ordered you to wait for me at tne 
Prado: I might have looked for yoa, it seems, till 
morning, if by mere accident I had not found you 
here. 

Lazar. By your honour's leave, I waited for yon till 
my very bowels began to yearn; anch a craving came 
ujion nie, that had pikes, pi&tols, and petieiaroea op- 
posed my passage, 1 could, not avoid entering the 

l)Ou*e ill hnpea of — 
CViira- iVo prating. Gotliit«A\7,Mi« WJ^'S-t'ffl 
*s be brought hitberf then luik to tibft ^o^i '^^X'^''^ 
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H«ei 



.iflzar. Yes, sir, give me the letter that belongi ■ 
But hnw am / to accDupt for iu bein^ o|)i:i 
This may bring an Imputation u|>on my honour, aba 
which I am amazingly punctiliouB. 

Ocia. Your huuour, mongrel ! say the letter m 
!iKd by mistake, and instantly find Lopez. [Sal, 



Lazakillo alone. 



Lazar. Find Lnpez ! 'gad if I do I shall be a lacky 
fellow, for I know no such person. Lazarillo, tbou 
hast a heail-piecc never fails thee at a pinch : if I 
could but read and write, I'd turn author, and invent 
tales and story-books. But what (he deuce shall I 
say about opening the letter ? let nie Beo ! is there im 
way to diKguise it ? I reniembei my mother used to 
make wafers with bread and water. I have a few 
crumbs in my pocket, aod with a little moutb-moist- 
ening — I don't eee why it should not answer ; Itere 
gue^ for an experiment. [Takes bread okt of i.ii Pod- 
el, arid chews it.] GaJzooks ! it has slipped down my 
throat — it wbald not go against nature. My mouth't 
like the hole of a till, whatever goes in falls tu the 
bottom. I'll take more care this time. There it is — 
[Seah the teller]. I think it will do. After ail, what 
"les how a letter's sealed, provided be likes the 
■ of it. 



i 



Enter Clara. 
pClora. Was you at the post ? did you get my H 

■ Lazar, Yes, sir, there it is. [ fciVe 

Clam. Why this letter has been opene 
Lagar. Impossible. 
Clara. 1 say it has, and here it has been p 
■p Bgain with a piece of bread. 
L^^T, Egad, that'mtrj e^ttoariRtviT^. 
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. Clara. Conresi, viiiain, whatuick bu bees played 
«idi my letter — the tnub instantly, or— 

[Seizing lam. 

Lazar. Hold, *ir, have a little patience, an ) I'll tell 
the trath ; if you frighuia me, 1 shall never be able 
te tell it. 

Cbro, Quick tbea, this moment. 

Lazar. Then, sir, it wai I o^ned it. 

Clara. Impudent vartet ! T'lr nbat paqmse? 

haxar. A mistake, nothing but a misiiike, ai I am 
a Chrisiian : I thought it wu directed lo lue, and I 
opened it. 

Clara. And read it? 

Lnzar. No, sir, no, npon my Teracity, I read no- 
thing but the first word, and finding it nas not for 
nie, I clapped in a wafer directly just as your hououf 

Clara. You arc sure no other perion saw it ? 
LazsT. Sure of it' 1*11 lake my oatb. As I bid z\\ 

booe^t man, as I hope to die in my bed — if your ho- 
nour lias a book about you, I'll swear by it. Any 
other person ! no, nor— lord, sir, I never was so roucK 
grieved in my life as when it was opened, I gave my- | 
self a great knock in the head (or Texaiion. I be- 
Ijeve yon may see the mark of it bere just over my 
left eye-brow. [Clsba reatU ihe Letter. 

Lazar. There's something in that Ittier does not 
please him. I shall have enough to do to manage my 
two masters. 

Clara. There are the keys of my baggage, get my 

things ready for dressing. [fn'l. 

Enter Don Pedbo, at an opposite Door. 

Don P, Is your master at home i 

Ltsar. No, sir. 

Don P. Do you expect him back to din 

Lazar. yesj by all means, tit. 




^^Sii 
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Con P. Give him this puise when he returns, with 
my cotnpUmenU — there are two hundred pislolet in 
it. — 1 shall wait upon him rayaelfiD the eveniag. 

[Gives a Purse to Lazabillo, and ait. 

Lazar. Yes, sir — but curse me if I buow which of 
my masters 'tis intended ft»r. I'll offer it (o the firai of 
them ( see, aud if it does not belong to him, 1 sop- 
pose he won't take it. 

Enter Octatio, 

Ods. Have you found Lopez ? 

Lazar. No, sir, not yet, but I have found a 
thing for you. 

Octa, A better thing ! what's that? 

Lazar. Only a purse— foil of money, 
there are two hundred pistiiles in it. 

Octa, 1 suppose it was left by my banker. 

Lazar. You expected money, sir \ 

Octa, Yes, I left a letter of credit with bim, 

Lazar. Oh, then there can be no doubt it wai lell 
for you, sir. Give it to your master, says he— yes, 
lir, says I ; so there's the money. 

Ocla. Hold ! lock up this money till I want it — 
take care — put it up safely, for I shall soon have oc- 
casion for it. But go find Lopez, and bring him to 
^lae immediately. [£nV. 

Lazar. \_Atone.'] Go find l,opez, and bring him to 

e immediately — but where I shall find him, is ano- 
dker matter — I'll go look for what I am sure of find- 
ing, a good dinner. What a fortunate fellow was I 
not to make any mistake about the money ! — if a man 
takes care in great matters, small matters will take 
care ofthemselves — or if they should go wrong, if the 
gusts of dl'luck should make his vessel drive a little, 
honesty is a sheet-anchor, and alnays brings him up 
to his birth again. [& " 
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Acrn. 

9CENE I— Don P^ko's Hoate. 
Enter Claua anil Leokora. 



Clara. I hare told you my story ; I rely upon your 
faonoar, ynu will not discover me. 

Leon. Don't fear tne. You have relieved me from 
such anxiety by your friendly confidence, that £ would 
rather die than betray you ; nay, what is still more, 
I nould rather lose my lover. 

Clara. Of that there can be no danger; let matters 
proceed u> the utmost, the discovery of my sex puts 
an end, at once, to any impediment from my claim 
to you. 

Leon. Bui may I not tell Ferdinand ? 

Clara. No. Pray indulge ine ; a secret burns in a 
single breast; it is just possible that two may keep 
it, but if 'tis known to a third, 1 might as well tell it 
to the crier, and have it proclaimed at the great door 
of every church in Granada. 

Leon. Well, you shall be obeyed ; depend upon it 
I will be faithful to yon. Men give themselves strange 
urs about our sex : we are so unaccustomed, they sa)', 
to be trusted, that our vanity of a confidence shews 
we are unworthy of it. 

Ciara. No matter what they say : I think half of 
their superiority lies in their beards and their doa> 
blets. 

Don P. [Within.'] Leonora! 

Leon, My father calls me ; farewell, dear Clara I 
should you want my assistance, you know you maif 
cooimaad lue. \!E^. 
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Enter Febdihand. 
), sir, I have found you. Do you know mc 

Clara. I have so many ecquaintance wliom I shaaU 
wish not to know, that 1 ^oo't like to anawer l^t 
question suddenly, 

Fer. Do you take me for a sharper, younglter i 

Clara. Sharpers wear good clothes. 
W. Fer. And puppies wear long awoHs. — What mean) 
^that piece of steel dangling there by thy eSeminaU 
side ! Is thy soft hand too weak to touch it ? Death ! 
to be rivalled by a puppet, by a thing made of cream 1 
Why, ihou compound of fringe, lace, and powder, da- 
rest thou preiend to win a lady's alfections i answer, 
stripling, caa'st thou hght for a lady i 

Clara. [/isiJf.] He's a terrible fellow! I quaka 
every inch of me ; but I roust put a good face upon 
itr^I'il try what speaking big will do — [Aiivajieing 
to him.] Y'hy, yes. Captain Terrible; do you sup- 
pose I am to be daunted by your blusieriug^ Sless 
me ! if a long stride, 3 fierce brotr, and a loud voice, 
were ranrtal, which of us should live to twenty ? I'd 
have you to know, damn me " — 

Fer. Draw your sword, draw your sword, thou wn- 
phibious thing ! If yon have the spirit of a man, let 
me see how you will prove it — [Dranit. 

Clara. Oh, Lord I what will become of me I bold, 
hold, for heaven's sake 1 what, will nothing but ligbt- 
ing satisfy you ! — I'll do any thing in reason,— don't 
be so hasty. 

Fer. Oh, thou egregious dastard ! you won't fight, 

Clara. No, by no means. I'll settle this matter in 
another way. — [Aside.] What will become of me i 

Fer. Thy haiwl alia\(,ca so, t.\TOM wiU not be able ta 
sign a paper, ihongb \t view vtv.i'j ^^^ *v««v 'tesa*. 
fore, observe what I say \.o ^'o^i- 
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Clara. Yes, sir. 

Fer. And if thou darest to disobey, or munnur at 
the smallest article — 

Clara. Yes, sir. 

Fir. First then, own thou art a covrard, 

Clara. Yes, sir. 

Fer. Unworthy of Leonora. 

Clara. Yes, sir, 

Fer. Return instantly to Salamanca. 

Clara. {Seeing Leonora.] Ha, Leonora! not till I 

bave chastised you for your insolence. [Draiei, 

Enter Leonoba, and runs betvxen them. 

Leon. Heavens ! what do I see ! fighting ! for 

shame, Ferdinand ! draw your sword on a— stranger t 

[She holdt Ferdihahd. 

Fer. Don't hold Ble. 

Clara. Hold him fast, tnadam^you can't do him 
a greater kindness. 

Fer. [^rvgglins.] Dear Leonora ! * 

Clara. Thou miserable coward ! thou egregious dat- 
Urd ! thou poltroon I by what name shall I call thee t 

Fer. Do you hear him, Leonora i 

Clara, Hold him fast, madam — 1 am quite in a 
fever with my rage at him. Madam, thai, fellow ne< 
ver should pretend to you ; he was just ready to sign 
m paper 1 had prepared for him, renouncing all right 
and title to you, 

Fer. [To Leonora,] By heaven you injure me! 

Clara. He had just consented to leave this city, 
and was actually upon his knees to me for mercy. 

Fer. Can 1 bear this i 

Leon. Patience, dear Ferdinand. 

Clara, When seeing you coming, he plucked up a 

little spirit, because he knew you would prevent us, 

and drawing out his unwfitling awotA, wfetV Vsk\% 

dangling like a dead weight by Vvw svAe ■ftiwt.W.'*^^- 

, ^aa lo Sourish it about just aa \ do tiow.TO.wJi'iistv- 

hAt- Nothing shall lestcain me— \owa we. ^^V 
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my wrongs, I shall think yoa are confederate vrilh 
bira. Now, madam, I see why you were bo anxiiwt 
to preTcnt me from chastising that coxcomb. It was 
not your love of me, but your fears for bim — ungrate- 
fal woman ! 

Leon. Dear Ferdinand, rely upon it yon are mit- 
taken — don't trust appearances. 

Fer. Incomparable sex ! we are their fix>li to of- 
ten, iliey think nothing loo gross to pass npon u^— 
'sdeatii 1 weathercocks, wind, and feathery are no- 
thing. Woman, woman, is the true type of mutab'^ 
lity — find to be false to me for such a thing aa that 
— I could cut such a man out of a sugared cake— 
I believe a con&ciiunec made him. 

Leoa. [lave you dune yel ? 

Fer, Ho, nor ever shall I'Al you satisfy me. Then 
adieu — you shall see me no more, but you shall heat 
of me. I'll find your Narcissus, thai precious flower- 
pot. I'll make him an example. All the wrongs t 
have sufiereil from you shall be revenged on him. My 
name shall be as teiiible to all future coKcomba, aa 
broad day-light to a decayed beauty, or a wet Sunday 
' a powdered ciiiaen. |^£«wif. 

SCENE U.— Changes to the mtd. 
Zbo Doon are placed obliqudy, at cipmdte Suks ^ 
the Stage, as eiUraiicei to dijffirent (^mberu ZV 
We andCkmrs. 

Enter LsZARtLLo. 

I.azar, I have often heard ihot gentlemen, that is 

fine gentlemen, had no conscience ; but 1 beltevc ihe 

truth ia, they h-jve nu stomachs : they ae«m to think 

,af every thin^ but eating, and, fur loy part, I think 

'notbiag eUc. Bai hewiwuwi "^q* *i^ w>1 

Enter Ct.^t!.^.'»ilh a Pap«t. 

C&Ofc Ha» Don Pe4w tae^tt iKw v-^ *'^"Ei^«■^«5^ 
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Lazar. Truly, sir, I caii'l tell. 
ClaTO. Was he here i 



Lazar. Ay, ibst be was certainly. 

Clara. Did be leave ooiliing with you for me ? 

Lazar. Not that I know of. 

Ctara. What, no money ! 

Lazar. Money ! 

Ciara. Ay, money. I expected a purse with two 
hundred pillules. 

Laxar. I lielieve 1 have made a small miitahe. 
Tbe purse belongs to this master, and I gave it lo the 
other. [/Isiile.] Are you certain you expected a parse 
with two hundred pistales i 

Clara. Certain— yes— what does the fellow star» 
at? 

Lazar. You are sure they were not for another 
gentleman thai shall be nameless? 

Clara. Is the booby drunk ? 

Laiar. It must be with wind then. Why, sir, I 
did receive a purse with the sum you mention, and 
fruiu Don Pedro, but whether it was intended for you 
k a point that requires some conaideration. 

Clara. What did Don Pedro say to you ? 

Lazar. I'll' tell you, sir. Friend, says Don Pedro, 
there are two hundred pistoles for your master. 

Clara. Well, doll-head ! and who is yoar master i 

Lazar. There's the point now — there's the puzzle. 
Ah, sir, there arc many things you would nut liud it 
easy to explain, though you was educated at Sala- 
manca, and are no doubt a great scholar. 

Clara. Giye me the money, tool; and no more of 
your impertinence, 

Lazar. There it is, sir. Heaven do you goo 
it: 1 think I know some |<Fople wlir- ui>uld be fclad 
of just that sum, especially if they thought (hey had 
a r^hi lo it. 

C/ara. A'o more — I expect Dotv Vtivo. "KvV 
ncbio eet a. gaoA dinner; an-i \uTe,i.ake.^Xv\ftV-w 

' " ioct it up carefully, I aU^W Wst wicaw 
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Enter First Waiier, icith a DM. 

1 WaiL Who cftlls ? here 

Laxar. What have you got there ? where are yoo 
going ? 

1 Waii» To carry it to your master. 
Laxar. What is it ? 

1 Waii. I don't know, the cook made it, not L 
Laxar. Pot it down, I'll carry it myself. 

It smelk well— what is it ? Ill try. \Jaktia^fM 
out of his Pocket.] Like a good soldier, or good ws- 
geon» I never go without my arms and my instmments* 
[Tastes the Dish] Excellent, faith — FU try it again- 
better and better-^but here it goes for master. 

OcTATio meets him as he is carrifing in the Duh, 

Lazar. Carsed iH lock, here's my other master. 

Octa. Where are you going ? 

Lazar* Going, sir — sir, I was going— -I was going 
to carry this in for your honour's dinner. 

Octa* Carry in my dinner, before you knew I was 
come home ! 

Lazar. Lord ! sir, 1 knew you was coming home. 
I happened just now to pop my head out of the window, 
and saw you walking down the street, so I thought 
you would like to have your dinner on the tabk the 
moujent you came in. 

Ocia, What have you got there ? 

Lazar. ^Tis a kind of a fricasee, very good, I pro 
mise you. 

Oda. Let pie have soup— what, do you bring meat 
before soup, you block hesid I 

Lazar. Lord, sir, nothing so common. In some 
parts of the world soup is the very last thing brought 
to the table. 

Octa, That's not my custom-— carry that back, ami 
order some soup immediately. 
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Lazar, Yes, eir. 

(kla. How unfortunate ! to have searched so mucli, 
and to have heard nothing of Clara. [Bxil. 

Lazabillo, pretending io go dovm, reluriti. 
Now I may carry this to my first master. 

[Goes into Olaha'h Clmtn'w, 
Enter Second U^aiter tmik a Dish, 
3 Wail. Where is this roan > Lazarillo 1 
Lazar. [Running otU.] Who calls? here I am. 
2 JVait- Carry this Io your master. (Exit Waiter. 
Latar. That 1 will — give it to me. I'll carry it to 
the first. [Going totcards Clara's Chamber, « culled 
to OcTATio's.] What cio you waotf here I am. 

Enter Firsl IVaUgr with a DiiA. 

1 Wait. Here's a dish for your masrer. 

Laxar. You're ao honest fellow. Come, ttir, itirt 

get the soup as fast as poisjble. [ExU Waiter.) U I 

can have the good fortune to serve them both without 

being discovered — 

[Going toTuarda Claba's Chamber, it called Jrom 

OcTAVIo'g, 

Octa. IWilhin-l Lazarillo! 

Lazar- Coming I Comiag ! 

Enter Second iVaiter tmth a Disk. 

S Wait. Where is this strange fellow, Lazarillo i 

Lazar. Who calls i here 1 am. 

2 Wait. Do you attend one table, and we'll tako | 
care of the other. I 

Lazar. Not at all, not at all, I'll take care of theuP j 
both. [Enl Waiter.'* 

Clara. [From mlhin.] Lazarillo ! 

Lazar. Here. 

Octa. [Within.] Lazarillo! 

Lazar. Palience, a little paiXVenw. CoiotoV- 
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Enter First Waiter with a Dish* 

1 Wait. Master— -what's your naine« here's a pnd- 
tlinpf. 

Lazar, A podding ! What pudding ? 

1 Wait. An English plum-pudding. 

Lazar » Lay it dowD> lay it down. [Exit Waiitr^ 
This IS a stranger, I must, be civil to him. He looks 
like a Mulatto in the smalf-pox. Let's try how he 
tastes. {Takes out his Spoon,] Excellent ! Admirable! 
rich as marrovr, and strong as brandy. ^Eats ogain,"] 
This is meat and drink, no trusting outsides. This 
leopard-like pudding is most divine^ I can't part with 
it. [Eats again, and sits down,] 

Enter Clara with a Cane. ' 

Clara, 1 must get another servant. This fellow 
minds nothing. Where are you, rascal ? [Sees him^ 
There he is crannming himself instead of attending 
me. 

Octa. \ Within] Lgzarillo ! 

Lazar. [Speaking with his mouth Jidl,] In a moment, 
in a moment. 

Clara. What are you about there ? don't you see 
me ? 

Lnzar. I was just — tasting this pudding for you— 
I proHiise y^u, sir — you'll like it. 

Clara, Why, 'tis all gone. 

Lazar, It slips down so fast, sir, you can't tell the 
taste of it till you eat a good deal.* 

C^la^-a. {Beats him] Taste that, and that, and that — 

Lazar Hold, hold, sir, for heaven's sake ! take 

care, sir! you have no right :to more than on^ half of 

' me, t'other belongs to another gentleuiau — oh ! oh I 

oh! :..;!. 

Enter Octavio. 
Octa* What's l\\\a\ >ae^\Atv^ wj ^'5i\^'w\\ \^^^ 
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yoor hold, sir ! what right havo yoo to itriko my Mr* 
Tant ? a blow to the fellow who receives my wag««, 
is aa affront to me. You most account with me Ihr 
this. 

Clara. [Seeing Octatio.] By all my hoptifl, Oc« 
tavio! 

Lazar, [Aside.] If this comes to a dueli and one 
of them falls, I am for the survivor. 

Oda. You look surprised, sir ! what, is thii doo* 
tiioe new to you ? 

Clara. I am not much accustomed to mennces Arum 
those lips ; do you not know me, Octavio t 

Octa, Know you ! 

Clara, Is my voice a stranger to you } must you 
have stronger proofs that I am Ckra-p-if so, let this • 
convince yoo« 

Octa. O unexpected happiness t Art thou, \nAtmA, 
my Clara ? the same uncere, faithful^ geoeroMs Clare, 
I knew and loved at Salamanca I 

Clara. The same, the f enr same* J)tm V«4fif% )ii 
the next room; 111 tUu and explain what km^ it^m 
peoed, and send imnediatdy lor {jafHUHii and V^mi^ 
nand. | Z^^//, 

Lazar. May I take ihe liberty of efterioK wv f^«^M» 
congratnhtions os this j</yful oceasMi^ < W Jl yv¥ 
bdietre it, sir, I had a son of ais UMt^ a 4$¥mmi^ 
that aomethiag of this ki«d Mvuld ha^p^^; ^ ^ 
dreamt all last flight of cats aod dig^ mt » s^^sad 



l^cte. Yow dfeaoH^ I bsf»e^ i^o hy K^i^xi^m) mkt 
yon shall be a witiaess id' our WeMe^y^ fw i utim^ 
to keep you is my eerrjceu 

JEafer Clsjla^ Pjjmsp^ LeoiioeA/ SAiioiig> 'Oa^ Vsmih^' 

Ami /I ^fi»y, jgy; | ^We ^'Ok^ 'y^> ^Uaa 4M»^«rH 
-isived lie idi #jgfDeat4eal^ 9<e!cyV«J^^. ^^VytmjUi 
- mm Mtmil he. efho wiVV «A ^^ fgKiiiMu«.if 
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tity of baupen to the fidicity of Uiii doabi< 

of UUtlOB. 

Dam & Brotheiwiii-iaw that is to b^ give i 
haod : we will fireseiiUy drown all animosit 
bottle of hooeit Borachio't Borgondy. 

lokZAWOJUfi sUpsfonoareL 

Laxtar. To senre two marten loDg Istiofe 

Hard wonb or blowi weie all my ImIs coqM ] 

But their dia|deanre now no more can move^ 

If yon [To lAe JmdioKef] my kinder masters^ 
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To be sure, I ma^l ana, I was foolisb enoagh, 

To believe all [he tendcrDeis, nuastnse, and sluiT, 

Which for ever you diiin'il In my i . 

And when for a, while you've been ont of my <igl>t| J 

The day bag been romfotlless, dreary af i' ' " 

»• And my only fompanioni my tears : 

But now tbat'i all o'er i 
I bale you, despise you, nill sec yoo no n 
[ExitSst 

Sim. Why, what the deuce has got hold of her ! I 
my share, I believe all the folks in our village a 
gooe mad — mad ! I'coil, I'll be hanged if any b 
mites are half so mad as folks in love. [Bt 

SCENE II. 
Enter a Farty of Soldiers, afler'oiards Henry. 

1 Sal. I'll tell you, my boys, how the matter stands ; 
if we can but catch hold of him, the summum boaun 
of the thing is this, he'll be first tried, and tben shot. 

2 Sol. Yes; butauppose we don't catch hold of him: 

3 Sol. Why then he'll neither be tried iior shot. 

4 Sol. No more he won't. 

2 Sol. But I have been thinking how ne shall do 
to know him. 

1 Sol. Ay, you are a fuol in these matters ; I'll (ell 
you how you'll know him ; here ! here ! I've got his 
name and his marks. [^Reading.] " Hannibaltl Pire- 
brand, six foot and aa inch high, of an orange tawny 
complexion, a Roman nose, and the letters R. "f. 
burnt in the palm of his band /' the devil's in it if m 



3 Sol. Well, but vou need not have taken atl 
pains, for you know ne was your pot-compani 

1 Sol, Faith, I forgot that, 

2 Sol, And wouVA jovv ^ \'Ss. -^wk t-iisA 
your friend ; 
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DESERTER. 



ACT I. 

SCENE t^A Cottage, \mih a Vim tf the French 

Catnp at a distance. 

Margaret knitting, and Jkmvy spinning at the 
door of the Cottage : SricKi w cmd other viUagere 
come on vnth Badceti ofFruk, 

AIBL 

Sim. I €aa*t for aj life gwif tke tzmt of tbfi Urn, 

Wli J thew*f pipen Md iddleifi wlOle Aolrto Mi 
Htfrj» 
Aad CU i p u le tmd B/fgfgf mad Urn mmtettimp 
Beare palTd » BMcfc fniU a» we are Me to rarr jr« 



.Jb;^. Why, MHwludlf ihMiUmsdkhgt kei Ie4yi/Uf9 wk00 
All •vcr t^ rfUafe, f«M >il like • foMitote I 
Alii I kew4 iJhe follu «»y, eterjr dtfli» vlM0 tliey 4I«€^ 
Wai fac twiMOM; i»cii«<» tsfejiay — < wwwMrjto, 



TiMa for fmikrj^ emi mdk tibe fo< lini, vImiI « 



1 8»w €■•#■■■ GMier CIS hwlMiB Ml i»imm^ ^ 

Tine mck cnrtilr ani jdOet ! vkjr «iie cttcii MK 



^<»«MwiaMii>Woc4kftt3MtViatoc&% ^w'^ . 
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Chonit, What tiie moaniag can be 

fcWetb>ll iireEeotly see, 
For jrondcri old Riuiei, wbo certainly boowi ; 



Sim. What can all this feasting be for ? 

Jta. I'll give you nhile I wind up this bottom and 
another, and you sha'n't find it out. 

Silt. Why then, if you know so well, why don'l 
you tell U3 what it b ? 

Jen. Ah, I thought you would none of you guen 
it : this grand feasting at the duchess's is because the 
king's coming to the camp, 

Marg, Who told you so f 

Jen- 1 had it from Gaffer Russet himself. 

Sim. Does the king come to the camp to-day I 

Marg, Why, yes, 1 knew that, 

Sim. Then as sure as can be, I know what 
happen. 

Jen. Why, what will happen J 

Sim. There will be two weddings Id the Tillage be* 

Marg, How so i 

Sim. Why, is not Henry, the young soldier, to 
marry Louisa, Galfer Russet's daughter, as soon as 
the review's over ? 

Jai, Not if 1 can prevent il 

Marg. Well, that's but oi 



the 

I 



[Aside. 
wedding ! 
tell you whose wedding 



any thing before folfa 



Sim. Yes ; but Jenny 
I'olher's to be. 

Jen. How should I kn 

Sm. Ah, you won't ! 
bee 3 use you're ashamed. 

Jea. What do you 

Sim. As if you did 

Jen. Not 1, indeed. 

A'i/n. Why, did nol "JQm ^tonvva nvt, 
iiinry uiarried Louisa, ^o>i''i«w":i'^* 
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l{ti«. But he'll be so much the happier when he 
fiads out the deceit, child. 

AIR III. 

Louisa* 

Thougb prudence may press me. 

And doty dntresi me^ 
Against inclination, O what can tliey do? 

>{o lonieer a roTer, 

His follies are over, 
My heart, my fond heart, says, ray Henry is true. 

The bee, thos, as changing* 

From sweet to sweet ranging, 
A rose should he light on, ne*er wishes to stray i 

With rapture possessing 

In one €hrery blessing. 
Till torn from her bosom, he flies far away* 

J^u^.'Well, well, don't make yourself uneasy ; I dare 
say he loves you as sincerely as he thinks he &o^ ; if 
so, he'll soon be undeceived, and we shall finish the 
day as happily as we coold wish. In the mean Ume^ 
let us think of what we have to do ; we are to pretend 
we came from the church ; the fiddles and ba($-pipes 
are to go first, then the lads and lasses follow ; alter 
which, mind this now, we are io go to tb« ducl^HM'f 
mansion in grand procession, and there to be feasted 
like so many princes and princesses 

Sim, I'cod that will suit me nicely^-^But, Oaflrr 
Busset, Jenny says you told her the feasting was to l>« 
for the king. 

Rus. For us and the king; yes^ yes, the king, nfuif 
he and his courtiers have had an eutertaintn^nt at iImv 
, jduchess% goes to review the camp, wliers' Urn itttUiitff 
are all to appear under arms— ah, girls ! iUui'it whti 
•none of you know any thing ab^iUt ; wh^M tlii; k'thi/ 
goes to tne camp, iheiVs tlie time— tlu; dnniM imni^^" 
the fifes play — the ('r>Joiirs ar<$ nying'-'aml-«4ll'l''- 
I^rd^Loid 1 whftt a cliarmiog thinn war U 1 
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AIRVL 

Jetmi/m 

Somehow my spindle I mislaid. 

And lo8t it underneath the-Krass : 
Damon, advaDcing, bowed his head. 
And said, what seelc you^ pretty Jass ? 
A little love, but urged with care. 
Oft leads a hearty and leads it far. 

*Twas passing nigh yon spreading oak,' 

That I my spindle Inst just now : 
His knife then kiadly Daimon took,' 

And from the tree he cut a boni^h. 
A little love, &c« &c- 

Thus did the youth his time employ. 

While me he tenderly beheld : 
He talked of love; I leaped for joy; 

For, ah ! my heart did fondly yield* 
A little love, &c. Sccm 

Hen. Good day, young woman. 

Jen. [Stw^.9.] 'Twas passing nigh, &c. 

J^eri, Young woman ! 

Jen. ISings,] 'Twas passing nigh, &c. 

Hen, Pray, tell me, what wedding that is ? 

Jen, What I that wedding ? 

Hen, Yes. 

Jen. Do you want to know whose wedding it is ? 

Hen, Ay, ay. 

Jen. What, that wedding that went, past ? 

Hen. Yes, yes. 

,Ten. Why, 'tis a wedding in the village here. 

Hen, But whose, I ask you ? 

Jen. [Sings,] 

Hen, Arc you making a jest of me ? answer me, I 
beg otyou. 

Jen, Why, I do answer you, don't I ? [S/n^*. 

Hen. What, again ! whose is this wedding ? whose 
is it :' speak, or L'W — d\A I tvc\\. «fe^ ^mo«^st them — 
jj/is/ J action ! — wiW you ^w^N^ex^^Q^"^ 
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Jen, Lord, you are so impatient ! , why, then, the 
fireddiDg is Louisa's, old Kussei's daughter, the invalid 
soldier. 

Hen, Louisa's wedding ! 
Jerim Yes ; she was married yesterday. 
Hen, Married^ good heavens! are you sure of 
vrhat you say I do you kiv)w Russet I 

Jen. Do I know him ? to be sure, I do ; why, he 
is bailiff to the duchess. What makes you so uneasy ? 
you seem as if you had an interest in it. ^^ 

Heiu An interest in it! oh ! 
Jen. Dear me, if I remember right, you are the 
-young man that every body thought she'd be married 
to. O la ! what wickedness there is in the world ! I 
am sure I very sincerely pity you. 

Hen, I am obliged to you for your concern. 
Jen, Nay, it is not more on your own account than 
my own, that I am uneasy. 
Htn, How so ? " 

Jen, W hy, she was not content with making you 
miserable, but she must make me so too : the vile 
^letcii she's married to, has perjured hhnself ; for he 
has sworu a thousand and a thousand times to marry 
me. 

Hen. What falsehood and treachery ! 
Jen, If I was you, I could not bear it quietly : not 
but she'd brasen it all out, for I taxed her with it my-^ 
self; and she only laughed in my face, and lold me 
that you and I might go mourn together, like two 
turtles, the loss of our mates. 
Hen, Insulting creature i 

Jtn, Yes; and for my part, I said to myself, says 
I, 'twould be a good joke to take her at her word : 
but then again I thought, that though revenge is sweet, 
yet pcopl^have their likings and their dislikings ; and 
as for me, to be sure, I can't ^cetead tv) sv^cbi ^ ^^^ 
young man as you« 
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Hen. [JVoi Tegarding her.] Infamou* wretch \ Well 
might she keep her eye* fiseJ upon the grouad; bA 
I'll see ber, upbraid her with her infidelity, and lean 
her to the guilty reproaches of her own ungnoetvl 
heart. 

Jen. Young man 

Hen. [Eetumirtg.] Well, what do you say f 

Jen, 1 believe you did not rightly hear what 1 itid. 

Jim. Oh. I have no time for trifling. [Eat. 

Jen. Poor soul, how he takes it to heart ! Sut 1 
must follow hira ; for if I lose this opportuuiiy, I oaf 
not find it easy to get another. But stay, upon aecoml 
thoughts, if 1 can but make a tool of Siinkiu, and bf 
that means alarm Louisa, I shall every way gain raf 
enda ; for if she once believes him capable of alighu 
ing her> I am sure she has too much spirit gver to see 
Jj^agaio. 

I Enter SiUKlN. 

iSi'm. Ob, Jenny, I am glad I have found you ; 
do you think brought me away from Louisa and tl 

Jen. I neither know nor care. 

Sim. Why, I was afraid you'd be jealous 

Jen. 1 jealous ! 

Sim. Why, yes, you know, becaute I pretended In 
be Louisa's husband- 

Jen. No; I'd have you to know I am not jealoas! 

I am only vexed to think I have been si '~ 

litten to you so long, you base creature y 

Sim, If I did not think there was sucncihlng ll 
matter, by your looking so crosa. 

Jen. And enough to make one ; you know I 
help loving you; and this is the way you retui 
afiection. 

Why you know 'twas only in play. 

Jea. In play t I coaVd see ■p\im tTOva%t how y 
sparkled upon iW bait mtoXvatt <al Wm^'i 



>u;wkl^ 

dUM^ 



B, Jealla] 
^^mKs sparki 
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Sim* Now, Jeony , if yoa woald but bear me speak — 

Jen, Speak ! get out of uiy sight, yoo peijared 
wretch ! 1 was fool enough not to credit what I beard 
of yoa ; but 1 dare say 'tis all true* 

Sim. Why* what did you hear of roe ? 

Jen. That it was you who invented all the reports 
about Henry, 

Sim. Me ! as I am a living Christian, Jenny 

Jen. Dou't say a word to me ; you have made me 
miserable, and now you want to insult me. 

Sim. Indeed I don^^ you can't think now how hap- 
py I could make you, if you would only hear me three 
words 

Jen. Don't talk to me of happiness, for I never shall 
be happy as long as I live. 

Sim. How dearly she loves me I what a pity it is 
she won't let me clear up this affair. [To himself, 

Jen. And then that demure little minx ; oh ! I 
could tear her eyes out ! I was always afraid of it ; 
and now I am convinced, that her pretended love for 
Henry was nothing bnt a contrivance to blind me the 
easier. 

Sim. Dear, dear— > 

Jen. But, however, you have both missed your aim ; 
for Henry behaves as he ought to do, and holds her 
art) in contempt ; nay, he told me himself he had fix* 
ed hid affections on a more worthy object, 

Sim. He did ! 

Jen. Yes» he dkl ; and you may go and tell her so : 
and as for me, 

AIR VII. 

Mr Simkio, I'd have yoa to know, 
That for all your fine airs, 
)'iii not at my last prayers. 
Nor put to it so, 
That of course 1 roust lake up with you, ; 
J- or i really, sir, thtnk« lW\lVkuvL^Yk>xd;i^xA'^^\^^^^'k 
i weed not i»<» far off to ^e\L^ 



J 
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yet awhile; about five or six — perhaps it mal 
ven first. _ ■^ 

Lou. Oh ! support me, sir ! 

Rtts. No, child, we may yet prevent it. 
the duchess, and tell her the whole affair. 

X.OII- She has brought me into this troubla 

Jlui. I'll seek her this instant; do you roll 

Lou. Oh sir ! on my knees, I beseech yi 

Fliat. There's no occasion for kneeling to 
would you have ? 

Lou, Is not the king to be at the camp 

FlitU, Yes; and what ihen ? 

Lou. Tell me, sir ; in such a case, 'tis an 
tice: the king surely will do justice. ' | 

FliHt, Certainly ; he never does otherwise^ 

Loo. Alas, sir ! I am poor, so very poor, j 

Fliai. That won't hinder it a hit; the Ir" 
gDod to despise folks because they are pooTi 

Lou. But 'tis for you I mean. 

Fiml. For me i 

Lou. To thank you with, to entreat you : 
small ornament, of no great value indeed ; I 
this, sir; 1 wish 1 had more to give; 'tis sil 
lay it but till to-morrow. 

Flial. Do what i delay it :— [Looking at t} 
ket.] Hey ! it seemH to be hollow : are you 
silver ? 

Lou. This suspence is dreadful. [( 

F/iitl. Why, I'll lell you ; I eao't absolute! 
his execution, but I'll let bini have as much j 
ever he can drink. — What, gone ! — gad, this | 
a generous spirit. ^ 

Fnter Skirmish, who holdi a Bollle and Glm% 
Hand, a Sheet of Paper under kia Arm, aad% 
olhtr dmgi in Sm».iH. j; 

Skir. Come a^ong, vi\vav.*.V. 6«iV\\-Me-^oW 
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e*s a young man who wants to see this loldier, and ^M 
girl that was here: where are they ? [Tb Fukt. ^M 
Flint. She's gone away. ^H 

,SA(r. But Where's be ? ^H 

Flint, He was sent tor out to some friends ; he'il ^^ 

be here again. [ExU. 

Sim. If you please, sir, I will follow the gentleman. 
Stir. You and I must lake a glass together. — So 

this soldier is yourcousin, is he? H 

Sim. Yes, sir ^| 

SHr. Sit yourself dowu, then — and he tvas here ^| 

yesterday i ^M 

Sim. Yes, sir. ^M 

Skir. Well then, sit down, I teil you. H 

Sim. But, sir ! — ^M 

Skir. Sit down, I say : tit down there — hell and ^1 

fury ! will you sit down when I bid you ? — there ! — 

now we'll take a glass together ; he'Ii soon be here : 

come, fill. 

Sim^ Sir, I thank you, but I am not dry ; besides, 

I don't care niuch for drinking without knowiag my 

company. 

Siir. \^ ithout knowing your company ! why, you 

little, starTed, snivelling— an't yon in company with a 

gentleman ^ but drink this minute, or I'll — 
Sim. I will, sir, if you won't be angry. 
Siir. Not I; 1 won't be angry. So you say that— 
Sim. I. sir .' I did not say any thing. 
Skir. Well then, if you did not say any thing, sing ; 



Sim. I am not in spirits for 
Skir. Spirits 1 why, a song 
come, sing away. 

Sim. But, sir, I can't sing. 

Skir. Ever while you live, aing. 

Sim. Indeed, sir, 1 can't. 

£h'r. You can't? — why iheQ.lwW 

Sm. Well; but, aii^— 




^^^■^ Skir. Sit Btill, I tell you. 1 


^^^^n Sim. But — I wish my CDusio— - *1 


^^^^^n SIdr, Hecan't be loDg noiv; hearmjF' 


^HR ^^^ 


1 I Women and wine compare so well, 


1 J They ruDinaperreclpBrolleli 


1 d For womcD bewitch us wben tbey nil! 




And 90 does wine. 




Tliej mBke Ihc slatcmaD lotc ilia «kUI 




The soldier, lawyer, and divine [ 




They pnl slraoge whims in Ihe gravest 




And send their nils to gather wool. 




Then eince the world thus runs away, 




And nomen and wine 




Are alike divine. 




Let's love all night, and drink all iay. 




There's something like a soug for you ! no 




together. 




S'm. Together * 




Skir. Ay, both together. 




Sim. But, sir. I don't know your song. 




S/cir. Why, who the devii wants you 




song? 




Sim. I never saw auch a man in my life 




I get away irom him .' — sir I 
Skir. Well, what d'ye say ? 
k £m. I belJOTB ihera's Kmebodr look! 





SCENE U THE DESEttTlR. 

£nter Hchrv. 
Siir, How are your spirits ! take a sip of this ; I 
oh, here's yiiur writing paper. 

Hen. Ttiaok you, trietid — oli, my heart .' I wish I 
could havt; seen Louisa once mare. 

ISiU doim. to write. , 

Siir. Ah, you're a happy man, you can wriU;!— 

[Loud.] Oh, my cursed stars, what a wretched fellow 

Hen. Why. what's the matter ! [Looking mund. 

Siir. The matter ! — coafusion ! — 1 blush to say it ; 
but since it must out, what will you say to such a poor 
miserable — and, but for this one laisl'ortune, fit to be 
a general : if I had known how to write, I might ha*e 
had 3 regiment five years ago ; — but company is the 
ruin of us all ; drinking with one, and drinking with 
another : why, now here, 1 was in hopes here I should 
be able to study a little ; but the devil a bit ; no such 
thing as getting the bottle out ot'one'i baud :— ah, if 
I could hold tfaR pen as I have held the bottle, what 
a charming hand 1 should have wrote by this time '■ 

Hen. Skirmish, do me one favour. 

Skii: What is it ? 

Hat. May I depend upon you ! 

Skir. To the last drop of my blood. 

Hen. Promise me to deliver this let' 

Siir. I'il go directly. 

Hen. You can't go with it now; — you are a pri- I 
souer, you know. I 

Siir. Damn it, so I am ; I forgot that : — well, but \ 
to-morrow 1 shall have my liberty ; and then 

Hen. A person, whose name is Russet, will be here I 
to enquire after me ; deliver it to liira. 
\ Siir. M.y I perish if I fail. 

e speak to you, [T^'^'J tall: ago 





SIS TSK UtSlffltih ACTIL 

Enter Mabgabet, Jenny, and Siukin. 

Mar. Yes, yes, you vile husaey, 'twas all yout faulu 

Jen. Well, have I not confessed it i 

Mar. Confessed it indeed ! is Dot the poor young 
man going to lose his life ; aod all upon your accoont? 

Jen. I own it, I own it ! I never sball joy myself 
again as long as I live; I shall see his ghost every 
night. 

Sim, And it serves you right; and I'll tell you 
more news for your corotbrt ; I would not marry you, 
now you have been so wicked, if you was worth your 
weight in gold. 

Mur. Ah, you need not talk : for you know well 
enough you was told to run after him to call him back, 
and you never once offtred to move. 

Si7ii. Why, how could I i I was the bridegr 
you know. 

Jen. See I there he is ! 

Mar, Bless us, how altered he looks ! 

Hen. Good day, aunt; — good day, [To the o, 
give us leave, brother soldier. 

Skir. Yes, yes, I'll go I I won't disturb you ; 
go and see what they are doing ;— I'm afraid no good, 
tor ihe time draws near, 

!Har. Ah, my poor boy ! can you forgive 
all our doing. 

Jen, No, 'twas my doing, _ 

Hea. Let us say no more about it; 'twas an unfora 
tnnate aliair. Where's Louisa and her father ! 

■Mar, Ah, poor man, her father cajne running into 
the village like one distracted : flung himself o 
ground, tore his hair ; we could not get hin 



1 

>u; I'll 
ogood. 



lien. And Louisa, \ 
Sim. We none li us 



] 
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I, 
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Enter Flint and Skikuisb. 

I&cir. Comrade, I ain sorry to bring you bad a&fa, 
lut you roust now behave yourself like a ntau ; the 
[ kell-Duunds are coming for you. 

Sen. Already i 

Skir. They are indeed : — here, here, you've occa- 4 
sion enough far it ; driak some of this. 

Hen. 1 am obliged to you — none. Aunt, adieu: 
tell my Louisa, I thought on ber to my last moment; 
and — oh, my heart I bear up a little, and 1 shall be 
rid of this insupportable misery. 

AIR xir. 

To die, is nolhiog ; it la oar end, we baon ; 
But 'lb a lure release frain all anr wue i 
'Tin from tlie miiid to set the liody free. 

And rid the woild at nielcbed things like me. 
A Ibuusnnd ways our irnabin here inereiuie ; 
'^VbilBI carea auri!p«dinp carea dpatrnv niir nmi 
Wh, fly 1. 



' i [During the Song, a Messenger come 

talks mlh Flimt. 

Enter Russet. 

Rus. Where is be i whcre's my boy, my st 
■a, Henry, has done it all ! Louisa has saved your life I 

Hen. Ciiarmiug aoget ! — tell me bow. dear sir ! 

BiM. Aa the army were returning to the camp, as- 
sisted in her resolution by her love for you, to tbe as- 
Mnnhment of all wlio saw her, she rushed like lighu 
ningthrough the ranks, made her way to the kinij; him- 
self, fell at his tecl — and, afUr modestly relaiiogthe 
circumstances of thy innocence and her owa distress^ 
vowed never to vae tilV sVie oVitwftti v\v»i\\V oW«x 
/titer. Tbe king having hcati \iw -.v.wj.-w'iJ.Si.'ftfi*- 
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latintis of the people. 

IS creature ! 



lency which always a 
granted thy life to her in 
paaaed on amidst the acdav 

Hen, Charming, generot 

Stir. Death and daronat 

Flint. Why, what ails thee. Skirmish ? 

Skir. The king at the camp, and I not there 1 

Sim, I shall love my cousin Louisa for it as Ic 
as I live. 

Hm. The kin? wept, and the tinbiea filled her lap 
with mnney ; which she threw lo the ground, les 
should retard her in her way to you- 
I Jfm. How can I reward such tenderness ! 
k Rut. See, see, here she comes. 
P Enier Louisa. 

Lou. My Henry ! [Falling into h 



AIR XIIL 

Htn. ity kind pmerTrr '. faro I'd spfak. 

Fain would I what 1 ferl (!:(|iccss ; 
But language is too poor, loo weak, 

To Ihaok (his i;Dediice9 to excess. 
BrolViL-rf , companions, agp, and jonlh, 

Oh, tdl to all Ihc world her Tame ! 
And when the^ aik for bilb and inilb, 

Kcpeat my dear Loniia'5 nanie. 
And bare I saved my Henrj's lift ?^— 

Dear talhcr, inniyjo> take part i 
I now indeed sball be a wife. 

Wife til the idol of my heart. 
Thus when tUf norm, dHperalng, flies, 

Thrnuph which the tailors forced lo steer |-^ 
No more lie d reads inclemeol ikica. 

Bui n itb the lempest leaves hit fear. 
Why. why, I pray you, I'lls delay? 

ChvtiireQ. swiTtaawJ^iuwcHockioin, 
That ' \naj vas* 
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• 
This joy *8 too great i my pride, my boait I 

Bothy both in my affection share j 
IMay who delights the other most. 

Henceforward be yoar only care I 

Skir, I wish your joy may hold yon long; 

Bat yet 1 am not such a sot> 
As not to see you all are wrong ; 

Why is the iLing to be forgot ? 
Yon had been wretched but for him i 

Then follow Sliirmish^ dance and sing i 
Raise every Toice, strain every limb, 

Haxza ! and cry, Loi^ live the King ! 



END OF VOLUME SECOND 
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